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ORIGINAL POEMS; 


AND SONGS. 


A SONG, by ; GRandmM, Marquis of 
MoNTROSE: 


PA 1. 


Y deat and only love, I pray 
That noble world of thee, 
Be govern'd by tio other ſway 
But pureſt nionatchie 3 
For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſouls abhore, 
And hold a ſynod in thy heart; 
Tl never love thee more. 


Like Alexander J will reign, 
And I will reign alone, 
My thoughts ſhall evermore diſdaiſ 
A rival on my throne. 
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He either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deſerts are ſmall, 
That puts it not unto the touch, 
To win or loſe it all. 


But I muſt rule and govern ſtill, 

And always give the law, 

And have each ſubject at my will, 
And all to ſtand in we; 

But *gainſt my battery, if I find 
Thou ſcorn'ſt the prize ſo ſore, 

As that thou ſet'ſt me up a blind; 
- Pit never love thee more, 


Or in the empire of thy heart, 
Where I ſhould ſolely be, 

Another do pretend a part, 
And dares to vie with me; 

Or if committees thou erect, 

And go on ſuch a ſcore, 

li fing and laugh at thy neglect, 

And never love thee more, 


But if thou wilt be conſtant then, 
And faithful of thy word, 

T'll make thee glorious by my pen, 
And famous by my ſword. | 

I'll ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
Was never heard before: 

Tl crown and deck thee all with bays, 
And love thee evermore. By 
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The SEcOOND PART. 


Y dear and only love, take heed, 
Leſt thou thyſelf expoſe ; 
And let all longing lovers feed 
Upon ſuch looks as thoſe, 
A marble wall then build about, 
Beſet without a door ; 
But if thou let thy heart fly out, 
I'll never love thee more. 


Let not their oaths, like vollies ſhot, 
Make any breach at all, 

Nor ſmoothneſs of their language plot, 
Which way to fcale the wall; 

Nor balls of wild-fire love 3 
The ſhrine which I adore: 

For if ſuch ſmoak about thee fume, 
PIl never love thee more, 


| think thy virtues be too ſtrong 
To ſuffer by ſurprize 

Which victuall'd by my love ſo long, 
The ſiege at length muſt. riſe ; 

And leave thee ruled in that health 
And ſtate thou wert before : 

But if thou turn a common-ealth, 


In never love thee more. 
i A "HEE 3 But 
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But if by fraud, or by conſent, 
Thy heart to ruin come, 

Tl ſound no trumpet, as I wont, 
Nor march by tuck of drum; 
But hold my arms, like enſigns up, 

Thy falſchood to deplore, 
And bitterly will ſigh and weep, 
And never love thee more. 


I'll do with thee as 18 did, 
When Rome was ſet on fire; 
Not only all relief forbid, 
But to a hill retire; 
And ſcorn to ſhed a tear to ſee 
Thuy ſpirit grown ſo poor; 
But, ſmiling, ſing until I die, 
Pl never love thee more. 


Yet for the love I bore thee once, 
Leſt that thy name ſhould die, 
A monument of marble-{tone 
The truth ſhall teftify ; 
'That every pilgrim paſſing by 
May pity and deplore 
My caſe, and read the reaſon a 
I can love thee no more. 


The golden laws of love ſhall be 
Upon this pillar hung, 

A ſimple heart, a fingle eye, 

A true and conſtant tongue. 


Let 
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Let no man for more love pretend 
Than he has hearts in ſtore : 

True love begun ſhall never end; 

Love one, and love no more. 


Then ſhall thy heart be ſet by mine, 
But in far different caſe : 

For mine was true, ſo was not thine, 
But look'd like Janus face. 

For as the waves with every wind, 
So ſails thou ev'ry ſhore, 

And leaves my conſtant heart behind; 
How can I love thee more ? | 


My heart ſhall with the ſun be fixt, 
For conſtancy moſt ſtrange, 

And thine ſhall with the moon be mixt 
Delighting ay in change. 

Thy beauty ſhin'd at firſt moſt bright, 
And woe is me therefore, 

That e er I found thy love ſo light, 
I could loye thee no more. 


The miſty mountains, ſmoaking lakes, 
The rocks reſounding echo; 

The whiſtling wind that murmur makes, 
Shall all with me ſing hey ho. 

The toſling ſeas, the tumbling boats, 
Tears droping from each ſhore, 

Shall tune with me their turtle notes, 
Pll never love thee more. 


As 
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As doth the-turtle chaſte and true ' 
Her fellow's death regret, 

And daily mourns for his adieu, 
And ne'er renews her mate ; 

So, though thy faith was never faſt, 
Which grieves me wond'rous ſore, 

Yet I ſhall live in love ſo chaſte, 
That I ſhall love no more. 


And when all gallants ride about 
Theſe monuments to view, 

Wherein 1s writen in and out, 
Thou traiterous and untrue; 

Then in a paſſion they ſhall pauſe, 
And thus fay, ſighing ſore. 

Alas ! he had too Juſt a cauſe 
Never to love thee more. 


And when that tracing Goddeſs Fame 
From eaſt to weſt ſhall flee, 

She ſhall record it to thy ſhame, 
How thou haſt loved me; 

And how in odds our love was ſuch, 
As few has been before; 

Thou lov'd too many, I too much, 
That I can love no more. 


THL 
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Poor CLIENT's COMPLAINT; 


Tranſlated from BUCHANAN. 


(OL IN, by promiſe, being oblig'd to pay 
Me ſuch a ſum, betwixt and ſuch a day : 

I aſk'd it; he refus d it: I addreſt | 

Aulus the lawyer; he reply'd, tis beſt 

To ſue him at the law, I'll make him debtor ; - 

Your cauſe is good, there cannot be a better. 

Being thus advis'd, away to Pate I trudge, 

Pray him and pay him to beſpeak the Judge : 

Engag'd thus far, be't better be it worſe, 

| muſt proceed, and thus I do depurſe 

For writing Summons, ſigning, ſigneting 

With a red plaiſter and a paper ring; 

For ſummoning the Principal, and then 

Tor citing witneſſes to ſay, Amen; 

For Executions, alias indorſations; 

For tabling, calling, with continuations : 

Next for conſulting Aulus and his man; 

(For he muſt be conſulted now and then); 

For pleading in the outer-houſe and inner 

From ten to twelve; then Aulus goes to dinner; 

For writing bills, for reading them, for anſwers 

More dubious than thoſe of Necromaacers. © 

Far 
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For Interlocutors, for little As ; 

For large Decreets, and their as large Extract; 

For Hornings, for diſcuſſing of Suſpenſions, 

Full ſtuff d with lies and frivolous pretenſions; 

For Pleaſe your Lord/hips, and ſuch like peti- 
tions, 

For raiſing and for ſerving Inhibitions ; 

And for Comprifings or Adjudications ; 

For their allowances for regiſtrations, 

And many, many, many other ations, 

Which may be ſum'd up in one word Yexation;, 

Then unexpectedly, upon a ſmall 

Defect alledg d, Colin reduces all: 

We tot again, and Aulus doth disjoint 

The proceſs, and debates it point by point. 

The cauſe at length's concluded, but not ended ; 

This made me wonder] Aulus he pretended, 

Decreets muſt not be given out at random, 

But muſt abide a ſerious Aviſandum, 

Conform to courſe of roll ; when that will be, 

Indeed I cannot tell, nor yet can he. 


Thus Aulus hath for ten years ſpace extended 
The plea, and furthermore I have expended 
Vaſt ſums, o wit, For waſhing, lodging, diet; 
Yet ſeldom did I eat or ſleep in quiet. 

For coal, for candle, paper, pen, and ink, 


And ſuch like things, which truly one would 
think 


Were infignificant z but yet they're come 
In ten - ſpace unto @ pretty ſum. 


Hons, 


To 
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To Macers, Turnkeys Agents, Catchpoles, Pates, 

Servants, Sub-ſervants, Petty-foggers, Cheats; 

For morning-drinks, four-hours, half-gils at 
noon, 

To fit their ſtomach for the fork and ſpoon, 

To which they go; but I, poor man! mean 
while, 

Slip quietly to th' Earl of Murrays Iſle *. 

We meet again at two, then to digeſt 

Their bellyfull, they'll have a gill at leaſt, 

Sometimes 2 double one ; for brandy-wine 

Can only end the war call d inteſtine : 

For Mum, Sack, Claret, White-wine, Purl, Beer, 
Ale : 

Then one will have it new, another ſtale; 

Both muſt be pleas d: For pipes, tobacco, 
ſnuff, "> 

Twiſt, Coffee, Tea, and alſo greaſy ſtuff 

Call'd Chocolate, Punch, and clarihed V hey, 

With other drinks, all which I duly pay : 

For rolls, for nackets, roundabouts, four-cakes ; 

For Cheſhire-cheeſe, freſh butter, cookies, bakes, 

For paunches, ſaucers, ſheep=heads, cheats, plack- 
yes, 

Lamb-legs, lamb-kernels and lamb-privities ; 

Skate, lobſters, oyſters, muſſels, wilks, neats-tongues 5 

One he for leeks, beer, and red-herring longs : 

This muſt be had ; another doth prefer 

Raweherring, enions, oyl, ſpice vinegar, 


* Old Kirk, 
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Rare compolition ! and he's truly ſorry 
It's not in Culpepper's diſpenſatory: 
For apples, pears, plumbs, cherries, nuts, green 
peaſe, 
Dilſe, tangles, purſlain, turnips, radiſhes ; 
With forty other things I have forgot, 
And I'm a villain if I paid them not. 
Moreover, my affairs at home ſuſtain 
Both the emergent loſs and ceſſant gain; 
Aulus himſelf terms this a double loſs, 
And I call him and it a triple croſs, 


By all theſe means my expence does ſur, 
mount 

Near ten times ten times Collin's firſt account. 

And now, 'ere that I wholly be bereft 

Of th' little time and money to me left, 

I'm at the length reſolved thus to do, 

FI ſhun my debtor and my Lawyer too; 

And after this I never will give credit 

Unto one word, if either of them ſaid it. 

- You'll aſk, Which of the two I'd rather ſhun ? 

Aulus; tis he, 'tis he hath me undone. 

I've words from both, yet ſad experience tells, 

That Collin gives, but Aulus dearly ſells. 
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COUNTRATYT WEDDING. 


OB's Jock came to wooe our Jennie 
On ae feaſt day when he was fow ; 

She buſked her, and made her bonnie, 
When ſhe heard Fock was come to wooe : 
She burniſh'd her baith breaſt and brow, 
Made her as clear as ony clock, 
Then ſpake our dame, and faid, I trow 
You'r come to wooe our Jennie, Fock ! 


Ay, dame, ſays he, for that I yern 
To lout my head, and fit down by you : 
Then ſpake our dame, and ſaid, My bairn 
Has tocher of her awn to gi' you. 
Tee hee, quoth Fernie, teet, I ſee you 
Minnie, this man makes but a mock. 
Why ſay ye ſae? now leeſe me o' you, 
come to wooe your Jennie, quoth Fock. 


My bairn has-tocher of her awn, 
Although her friends do nane her lend, 
A ſtirk, a ſtaig, an acre ſawn, 

A gooſe, a gryce, a clocking hen, 
Twa kits, a cogue, a kirn there ben, 
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A keam, but and a keaming-ſtock, 
Of diſhes and ladles nine or ten. 
Come ye to wooe our Jennie, Fock ? 


A trough, a trencher, and a tak, 
A taings, a tullie, and a tub, 
A ſey-diſh and a milking-cap, 
A greap into a grupe to grub, 
A ſhode-ſhool of a holin club, 
A froath-ſtick, can, a creel, a knock, 
A braik for hemp, that ſhe may rub, 
If ye will marry our Jennie, Jock. 


A furm, a firlot and a peck, 
A rock, a reel, a gay elvand, 
A ſheet, a happer, and a ſack, 
A girdle, and a good wheel-band. 
Syne Fock took Jennie by the hand, 
And cry'd a banquet, and flew a cock: 
They held the bridal upon land, 


That was between our Jennie and Fock. 


The bride upon her wedding went 
Barefoot upon a hemlock hill; 
The bride's garter was o' bent, 
And ſhe was born at Kelly-m:ll. 
The firſt propine he hecht her till, 
He hecht to hit her head a knock, 
She baked and ſhe held her ſtill ; 
And this gate gat our Jennie Jock. 


When 


When ſhe was wedded in his name, 
And unto him ſhe was made ſpouſe, 
They haſted them ſoon hame again, 
To dinner to the bridal-houſe. 
Jennie ſat jouking like a mouſe, 
But Jock was kneef as ony cock: 
He ſays to her, Had up your brows, 
And fa to your meat, my Jennie, quoth Fock, 


What meat ſhall we ſet them beforn, 
To Jock ſervice loud can they cry ? 
Serve them with ſowce and ſodden corn, 
Till a their wyms do ſtand awry : 
Of ſwine's fleſh there was great plenty, 
Whilk was a very pleaſant meat; 
And garlick was a ſauce right dainty 
To ony man that pleas'd to eat. 


They had fix lavrocks fat and laden, 
With lang-kail, mutton, beef, and broſe, 
A wyme of paunches tough like plaiden, 
With good May butter, milk, and cheeſe. 
Jennie ſat up even at the meace, 

And a' her friends ſat her beſide ; 
They were a' ſerv'd with ſhrewd ſervice, / 
And ſae was ſeen upon the bride. 


Out at the back-door faſt ſhe ſlade, 
And loos'd a buckle wi' ſome bends, 
She cakied Fock for a' his pride, 

And jawed out at baith the ends; 


When 
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So ſtoutly her mother her defends, 
And ſays, my bairn's looſe in the dock, 
It comes o' cauld, to make it kend ; 
Think nae ill o' your Jennie, Fock. 


Now dame, ſays he, your daughter Tre 
married, 
Although you held it never ſo teugh ; 
And friends ſhall ſee ſhe's nae miſcarried, 
For I wat I have gear enough; 
An auld ga'd glyde fell owre the heugh, 
A cat, a cunny, and a cock ; 
I want eight ouſen, tho' I had the pleugh, 
May not this ſerve you Jennie, quoth Feck ? 


I have good fire for Winter-weather, 
A cod o' caff wou'd fill a cradle, 
A halter, and a good hay-tether, 
A duck about the doors to paddle ; 
The pannel of a gude auld ſaddle, 
And Rob may emme hecht me a ſock, 
Twa lovely lips to lick a laddle ; 
Gif Jennie and I agree, quoth Feock. 


A treen ſpit, a ram-horn ſpoon, 
A pair o' boots o' barked lether, 
All graith that's meet to coble ſhoon, 
A thraw-crook for to twine a tether ; 
A ſword, a ſweel, a ſwine's bladder, 
A trump o' ſteel, a feather'd lock, 
An auld ſcull-hat for winter-weather, 
And meikle mair, my Jennie, quoth Fock. 
| | + "hana 
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| have a cat to catch a mouſe, 
A girſe-green cloak, but it will ſtenzie: 
A pitch-fork to defend the houſe, 
A pair of branks, a bridle renzie; 
Of a? our ſtore we need not plenzie, 
Ten thouſand flechs intil a pock ; 
And is not this a wakerife menzie, 
To gae to bed wi' Jennie and Fock ? 
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Now when their dinner they had done, 
Then 7%n himſell began t' advance; 
He bad the piper play up ſoon, 
For, be his troth, he wou'd gae dance. 
The piper pip'd till his wyme gripped, 
And a' the rout began to revel : 
The bride about the ring ſhe ſkipped, 
Till out ſtarts baith the carle and cavel. 
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Well danc'd Fockie, ſtand aſide Sandie; 
Well danc'd wa- faced Willie Strahan ! 
He that tynes a ſtot o' the ſpring, 
Shall pay the Bride another /auzn, 
Well danc'd Hugh Fiſher ; 

Come, take out the bride and kiſs her; 
Well danc'd Beſſie and Steen ! 
Now ſick a dance was never ſeen 
vince Chrift's Kirk on the green. 
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BANISHMENT or POVERTY 


(By F. D. of Albany.) 


OX fa that poultrin poverty, 
Wae worth the time that I him ſaw, 
Since firſt he laid his fang on me 
Myſelf from him I dought ne'er draw: 


His wink to me hath been a law, 
He haunts me like a penny-dog, 
Of him I ſtand far greater awe 
'Than pupil does of pedagogue. 


The firſt time that he met with me 
Was at a clachen in the weft, 
Its name, I trow, Kilbarchan be, 
Where Habbieꝰs drones blew many a blaſt, 


There we ſhook hands ; cauld be his caſt, 
An ill death may that cuſtron die | 
For there he gripped me right faſt, 
When firſt I fell in cautionrie. 


But 


T'Y, 


But 
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But yet in hopes to be reliev'd, 
And free'd from that foul ledly lown, * 
Fernizier, when Whigs were ill miſchiev'd, - // 
And forc'd to fling their weapons down, 


When we chas'd them to Glaſgow town, 
I with that ſwinger thought to grapple, | |}, 
But when indemnity came down 3 14 
The laydron caught me by the thrapple. 


But yet in hopes of more relief 
A race I made to Arinfrew Derm 
Where they did bravely buff my beef, 
And made my body black and blue. 


At juſtice- court I them purfue, - 
ExpeCting help for their reproof:- . - 
Indemnity thought nothing due, 
The de'il a farthing for my loof. 


But wiſhing that I might ride caſt, 
To trot on foot J ſoon would tyre, 
My page allow'd me not a beaſt, 

I wanted gilt to pay the hyre; 


He and I lap o'er many a fyre, 
I heuked him at Caulder-cult; 
But long ere I eame to Clypes-myre | 
The ragged rogue.caught me a whilt. 
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By Helland-Bufſb and brigg of Bonny, 
He bickered down towards Bankier, 
We fear'd no reevers for our money, 
Nor whilly-whas to grip our gear; 


My tatter'd tutor took no fear. 
(Though we did travel in the mirk), 
But thought it fit, when we drew near, 
To filſh a forage at Falkirk. 


No man wou'd open me the door, 
Becauſe my comrade ſtood me by, 
They dread full ill I was right poor 
By my forſaken company. 


But Cuninghame did me eſpy, | 
By hue and hair he haul'd me ing, 
And ſwore we ſhould not part ſo dry, 
Though I were {tripped to the ſkin. 


L baid all night; but, long ere day, 
My curſt companion bade me riſe ;. 
I ſtarted ſoon and took the way, 
He needed not to bid me twice. 


But what to do I did adviſe, 
In Lithgow I might not fit down, 
On a Scots groat we baited thrice, | 
And in at night to. Edinburgh town. 
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We held the lang- gate to Leith-=wynd, 
Where pooreſt purſes uſe to be, 
And in the Caltoun lodged ſyne, 
Fit quarters for ſuch companie. 


Yet I the High-town fain wou'd ſee 
But that my comrade did diſcharge, 
He woo'd me Blackburr's ale to prie, 
And muff my beard that was right large. 


The morn I ventur'd up the Wynd, 
And ſlunge'd in at the Nether-bow, 
Thinking that trooker for to tyne 
Who does me damage what he dow, 


His company he does beſtow 
| On me to my great greif and pain; 
Ere I the throng cou'd wreſtle throw, 
The lown was at my heels again. 


I green'd to gang on the Plain-fanes 
To ſee if comrades wou'd me ken 
We twa gaid pacing there our lains, 
The hungry hours *twixt twelve and ane. 


Then I knew no way how to fen, 

My guts rumbl'd like a Hurle-barroaw ; 

[ din'd with ſaints and noble-men, h 
Ev'n ſweet ſaint Giles and Earl of Murray. 
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Tykes teſt' ment take them for their treat, 1d 
I needed not my teeth to pike, My I 
Though I was in a cruel ſweat, But © 
He ſet not by, ſay what I like. And 

I call'd him Turk and traiked Tyke, He 
And wearied him with mony a curſe, Out- 
My banes were hard like a ſtane dyke, Ere 
No Rigmarie was in my Purſe. My e 

Kind widow Cadael ſent for me, 10 
To dine as ſhe did oft forſooth, Ihac 
But O, alas ! that might not be: But 
Her houſe was oer near the Tolboath. Whe 

Let God reward her for her love, TI 
And kindneſs which I fectlie fand, And 
Moſt ready ſtill for my behoof He | 
Ere that hells hound took her in hand. How 

I ſlipt my page and ſtour'd to Leith Q 
To try my credit at the wine, In F 
But foul a dribble fyl'd my teeth 3 A ſc 
He catch'd me at the Coffeefign, Wh 

I ſtaw down through the Neither-wynd, C 
My Lady Semple's houſe was near; You 
To enter there was my deſign, | But 
Where Poverty durſt ne er appear, To! 


I dined 


ned 
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I dined there, but baid not lang; 
My Lady fain wou'd ſhelter me, 
But oh, alas ! I needs muſt gang, 
And leave that comely company. 


Her lad convoy'd me with her key 
Out-throw the garden to the fields; 
Fre I the links could graithly ſee, 
My governour was at my heels. 


I dought not dance to pipe nor harp 
I had no ſtock for cards nor dice; 
But I ſure to Sir William Sharp, 
Who never made his counſel nice. 


That little man he is right wiſe, 
And ſharp as ony brier can be; 
He bravely gave me his advice 
How I might poiſon poverty. 


Quoth he, There grows hard by the dial, 
In Hatton's garden, bright and ſheen, 
A ſovereign herb, call'd penny-royal, 
Which all the year grows freſh and green. 


Could ye but get it fair and clean, 
Your buſineſs would go the better; 
But let account of it be ſeen 
To the Phyſicians of Exchequer. 
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Or if that ticket ye bring with you, 
Come unto me, ye need not fear; 
For I ſome of that herb can gre you, 
Which I have planted this ſame year. 


Your Page it will cauſe diſappear, 
Who waits on you againſt your will; 
To gather it, I ſhall you lear 
In my own yards of Stonny-hill. 


But when I dred that whou'd not work 
I over-thought me of a wile 
How I might at my leiſure lurk, 
My graceleſs guardian to beguile, 


It's but my gallopping a mile 
Through Cannongate with little loſs, 
Till T have ſanctuary a while 
Within the girth of Abbey-croſs, 


There I wan in; and blith was I 
When to the Inner=court I drew 
My governour I did defy, 

For joy I clapt my wings and crew, 


There meſſengers dare not purſue, 


bl 


Nor with their wants men's ſhoulders ſteer 


There dwells diſtreſſed lairds enow 
In peace, though they have little gear. 


a. 


I had 


I had 
Wher 
A fig 
Of th 


Put tl 


And! 


lad 
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had not tarried an hour or two 
When my bleſt fortune was to ſee 
A fight, ſure by the might of Mary 
Of that brave Duke of Albany. 


Where one blink of his princely eye 
Put that foul fundling to the flight; 
Frae me he baniſh'd Poverty, 

And made him take his laſt good-night. 
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A 
GENERAL SATYRE. - 


(By Mr. Dunbar.) 
I. 
EVORIT with dreims deviſing in my 


ſlumber, | 
How that this realm with nobles out of number, 
Gydit, provydit ſae mony years has bene; 
And now fic hunger, fic cowarts and fic cumber, 
Within this land was nevir hard nor ſene. 


= 


die pryd with prelates, ſae few preach and pray; 
die hunt of harlots, with them baith nicht and 


day, 
They 
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They that ſuld have ay their God afore their 


ene, | 
Sae nyce in array, ſae ſtrange to their abay, 
Within this land was nevir hard nor ſeen, 


III. 


Sae mony preiſts, clad up in ſecular weid, 

With blaſing brieſts caſting their clais abreid 
It is no neid to tell of quhome I mein, 

To quhome the creid and teſtament to reid, 


Within, Oe. 
IV. 


Sae mony maiſters, ſae mony gowckit clerks, 
Sae mony waiſters, to God and all his warks, 
Sic fyrie ſparks, diſpytful frae the ſplene, 
Sic loſin ſarks, fac mony glengore marks, 

Within, Oe. 


— V. 


Sae mony lords, ſae mony natural fules, 
That better accords to play them at the trules, 
Nor ſeis the dules, that commons did ſuſtene; 


New tane frae ſchules, ſae mony afhs and mules, 
Within, Oe. 


VI. 


Sac meikle treaſſon, ſae mony partial ſaws, 


Sae little reaſon, to help the common cauſe, | 
Tha 


their 


. 


3 
That 
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That all the laws are not ſet by ane bene, 
Sic fenziet flaws, ſae mony waſtit waws, 
Within, &c. 
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VII. 


dae mony theivis and murderers weil kend, 
Sae grit releivs of lords them till defend, 

Becauſe they ſpend the pelf themſelves betwene, 
Sae few till wend this miſchief till amend, 
Within, c. 


vin. 


This to correct, they ſnore with mony cracks, 
But ſmall the effect of ſpear or battle ax, 
Quhen courage lacks, that ſuld the croſs make 
kein, 
dae mony jacks, and brats on beggars backs, 
Within, Ec. 


IX. 


die vants of vouſtours, with hearts in ſinful ſatires, 
vic brawl and boſters, degenerate frae their natures, 
And fic regratours, the poor man to prevene; 


Sae mony traitors, ſae my rubeators, 
Within, Oe. 


X. 


dae many judges, and lords new made of late, 


Sae ſmall refuges, the pure man to debate; 
Vol. III. D Sae 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
0 
| 
| 
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Sac mony eſtate, for common weil ſe quhene 
Owre all the gate, ſae mony thieves ſae tait, 
Within, &'c. ; 


XI. 


Sae mony a ſentance, retreitit for to win 
Geir and aquaintance, or kyndneſs of their kin; 
They think nae fin, quhair profit cums be- 
twene, 
dae mony © gin, to haiſt them to the pin, 
f Within, ec o 
XII. 
Sie knavis and krakkars, to play at cards and dyce, 
Sic haland- ſnakers quhilk ate Cowkelby's gryce, 


Ar halden of pryce, when lymers do convene: 
Sic ſtore of vyce, ſac mony witts unwyſe, 


Within, Sc. 


XIII. : 


Sae mony merchands, ſae mony ar menſworne, 
Sic pure tennands, fic curſing ein and morn, 
Quhilk ſlays the corn, and fruit that grows 
grene; 
Sic ſcaith and ſkorn, ſae mony paitlaits worn, 
Within, Cc. 


XIV. 


Sae mony rackets, ſae mony ketch-pillars, 
Sic balls, ſic nackets, and ſic tutivilairs, 


And 


An 
Sic put 
Wi 


Sic fa! 
Fattit 
An 


uhene 


kin; 


s be. 


rene: 


and SONGS. 27 


And ſic ill-willars, to ſpeik of King and Quene, 
Sic pudding-fillars, GT down frac Millar's, 
Within, Sc Cy 


XV. 


Sic fardingails on flags as fat as quails, 

Fattit lyk fouls, with hats that nocht avails, 
And fic foul tails, to ſweip the cauſey clene, 

The duſt up fails, ſae mony with uck rails. 
Within, &c. 


XVI, 


dae mony a kitty, dreſt up in golden chenze, 
dae few are witty, that weil can fables fenze, 
With apil renze, ay ſhawnand her golden 
chene ; 
Of Sathan's ſenzie ſure ſic an unſuall menzie, 
Whithin this land was nevir hard nor ſene. 


A Tale of a MUIR-COCE. 


(By Alexander Pennecuik, Eſq.) 


ROM antient neſt did ſpring a droll muir- 
cock, 
Who gravely preach'd to all the feather'd flock ; 
Tho' he was known to be no bird of brains, 
By luſty lungs he pick'd up wholeſome grains, 
* The 
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The idiot birds did round their paſtor throng, [tic 


And liſten d to his heather-blitter ſong. Wit! 
Two neſts he had; from whence he'd weekly BW Till 
preach, His 
By law ſecur'd, and out of danger's reach. Feed 
Had not he ſaid, that title-to the crown Said 
The eagle had, was juſt as bad's his own; if 
Which being join'd with an exceſſive drouth, Whe 
The ſanhedrim of birds ſhut up his mouth. Did 
Such was his drouth, he could have drunk the Blefl 
ſea, 
Tho? birds of grace ſhould always ſober be. Fiſt 


He never preack'd ſave at a river's brink, 
Daub'd in his beak, and guzzled down the drink 
He loſt his text when on a naked rock, 5% 
But liquor put freſh ſpirits in the cock. 
So loſt his ſtipends, almoſt loſt his breath, ; 
For he lay hungry on the naked heath : 
But driving wedlock with a ly muir-hen, 
Who cunning had amongſt the moſt of men, 
She was related to the birds of grandeur, 
And beenſh'd and peenſh'd, and to each buſh 
did wander; 
And cry'd and ly'd, till her rich friends did give 
Fund for herſelf, and cock and pout to live : 
Whilſt be thro' want and infamy was croſs'd, 


Still thinking on the happy neſts he loſt; A 
Sending addreſſes to the ſacred train, Tha 
That they'd repone him to thoſe neſts again, 3 
Which they rejected with a cold diſdain. UH, 
At laſt he plots with reſolution ſtout, A x 


Away to get rich huſband.to the pout; 


ce'd 


1 
— — 
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Intice'd a witleſs, young, well-feather'd bird, 

With many a filken and a ſugar word, 

Till fuddl'd with intoxicating ſtreams, 

His head' s a-float with airy am'rous dreams; 

Feeding and faſting on the pout's fair face, 

Said, Reverend cock, pronounce the rites of 
grace ; 

Who like a grave and venerable cock, 

Did fay the grace, and made them married folk; 

Bleſt the young birds, and all the drunken goſ- 
ſips: 

Fiſlula dulce canit, volucrem dum decipit auceps. 
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The MILLER CUCKOLDED. 
(By the fame.) 


OW lend your lugs, ye benders fine, 
| Wha ken the benefit of wine; 

And you wha Jaughing ſcud brown ale, 
Leave jinks a wee, and hear a tale, 


An honeſt Miller won'd | in Fyfe, 
That had a young and wanton wife, 
Who ſometimes thol'd the pariſh-prieſt 
To make her man a twa horn'd beaſt; 
He paid right mony viſits till herz 


* to keep in with Hab the miller, 
Endes: 
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Endeavour'd aft to make him happy, 
Where-c'er he kend the ale was nappy, 
vic condeſcenſion in a paſtor, 

Enit Halbert's love to him the faſter ; 
And by his converſe, troth its true, 
Hab learn'd to preach when he was fou, 
Thus all the three were wonder pleas'd, 


The wife well ſerv'd, the man well eas'd. As ye! 
This grand his corns, and that did cheriſh A box 
Himſelf with dining round the pariſh. Cae 1 
Beſs, the goodwife, thought it nae ſkaith, Till! 
Since ſne was able to ſerve baith. | Shall 
| | Jame 

'When equal is the night and day, Oer 
And Ceres gives the ſchools the play; Out « 
A youth ſprung from a gentle pater, Whi 


Bred at St. Andrew's alma mater, 

Ae day gaan hameward, it fell late, 
And him benighted by the gate : 

To lye without, pit-mirk did ſhore him, 
He cou'd na ſee his thumb before him: 
But clack,—clack,—clack, he heard a mill, 
Whulk led him by the lugs theretill; 
To take the thread of tale alang, 

This mill to Halbert did belang ; 

Not leſs this note your notice claims, 
The ſcholar's name was aMſter James. 


Now, ſmiling muſe, the prelude's paſt, 
Smoothly relate a tale ſhall laſt, 
As lang as Alps and Grampian hills, 
As lang as wind or water-mills. 
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In entered James 3 Hab ſaw and kend him, 
And offer'd kindly to befriend him, 
With ſic good cheer as he could make, 
Baith for his ain and maſter's ſake. 
The ſcholar thought himſelf right ſped, 
And gave him thanks in terms well bred ; 
Quoth Hab, I canna leave my mill 
As yet but ſtep ye weſt the kill 
A bow-ſhot, and ye'll find my hame; 
Gae warm ye, and crack with our dame, 
Till I ſet aff the mill, ſyne we 
Shall take what Beſſy has to gre. 
James in return, what's handſome ſaid, 
Oer lang to tell; and aff he gade. 
Out of the houſe ſome light did ſhine, 
Which led him till't as with a line: 
Arriv'd, he knock'd; for doors were ſteekit; 
Straight through a window Befly keekit, 
And cry'd, * Wha's that gres fowk a fright, 
« At fic untimeous time of night?” 
James with good humour, maiſt diſcreetly, 
Tauld her his circumſtance compleatly. 
« I dinna ken ye, quoth the wife, 
And up and down the thieves are rife; 
« Within my lane, I'm but a woman, 
„ Sae Tl unbar my door to no man; 
©* But ſince *tis very like, my dow, 
“ That a' your telling may be true, 
* Hae, there's a key, gang in your way, 
« At the neiſt door, there's bra ait ſtrae; 
* Streek down upon't, my lad, and learn, 
“ Phey're no ill-lodg'd that get a barn.” 
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Thus 
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Thus after meikle clitter clatter, 

James fand he cou'd na mend the matter; 
And ſince it might nae better be, 

With reſignation took the key, 


Unlock'd the barn, ——clam up the mow, 


Where was an opening near the how, 
Thro' whilk he ſaw a glent of light, 
That gave diverſion to his ſight ; 

By this he quickly cou'd diſcern, 

A thin wa? ſeparate houſe and barn, 
And thro' this rive was in the wa', 
All done within the houſe he ſaw ; 
He ſaw (what ought not to be ſeen, 
And ſcarce gave credit to his een,) 
The pariſh pneſt, of reverend fame, 
In active courtſhip with the dame. 
To lengthen our deſcription here, 
Wou'd but offend the modeſt ear, 
And beet the lewder youthfu' flame, 
That we by ſatire ſtrive to tame. 
Suppoſe the wieked action o'er, 

And James continuing ftill to glowr 
Wha ſaw the wife, as faſt as able, 
Spread a clean ſervet on the table, 
Frae the ha' ingle ſyne bring ben, 

A pyping het young roaſted hen, 
And twa good bottles, ſtout and clear, 
Ane of ſtrong ale, and ane of beer. 


But, wicked luck! juſt as the prieſt 
Shot in his fork in chucky's breaſt, 


Th 
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Th! unwelcome miller ga'e a roar, 
Cry'd Beſſy, haſte ye, ope the door. 
With that the haly letcher fled, | 
And darn'd himſelf behind a bed; 
While Beſſy huddl'd a' things by, 

That nought the cuckold might eſpy, 
Syne loot him in; but out of tune, 
Speer d why he left the milf fae ſoon. 
I come, faid he, as manners claims, 
To crack and wait on Maſter James, 
Whilk ſhould do, tho? ne'er fo bifly ; 

I ſent him here, goodwife, where is he? 

Je ſent him here!” quoth Beffy, grumbling; 
« Kend I this James? a chiel came rumbling : 

« But how was I aſſur'd when dark, 

„ That he had been nae thieviſh ſpark ? 

« Or ſome rude wencher gotten a doſe, 

& That a weak wife could ill oppoſe ?” 

And what came o' him? ſpeak nae Tanger 
Cries Halbert, in a highland anger. 

« | ſent him to the barn, quo ſhe,” 

* Gae quickly bring him in, quoth he.” 


James was brought in; — the wife was 
bawk'd ; 
The prieſt ſtood cloſs;—the miller crack'd:— 
Then aſk d his ſunken gloomy ſpouſe, 
What ſupper had ſhe in the houſe, 
That might be ſuitable to gi e 
Ane of their lodger's quality? 


Quoth ſhe, “ Ye may well ken, goodman, 
Ig Your feaſt comes frac the pottage-pan : 
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The ftov'd and roaſted we afford, 

« Are aft great ſtrangers on our board.” 
Pottage, quoth Hab, ye ſenſeleſs tawpy ! 
Think ye this youth's a gilly-gawpy, 
And that his gentle ſtomach's maſter, 
To worry up a pint of plaiſter, 

Like our mill-knaves that lift the laiding, 
Whaſe kites can ſtreek out like raw plaiding. 
Swithe! roaſt a hen, or fry ſome chickens, 
And ſend for ale to Mappy Pickens, 

*« Hout I, quoth ſhe, ye may well ken, 

4 ?Tis ill brought but that's nae the ben; 

« When but laſt owk, nae farder gane, 

4 The laird got all to pay his kain.“ 


Then James wha had as good a gueſs, 
Of what was in the houſe as Beſs, 
With pauky ſmile, this plea to end, 
To pleaſe himſelf and eaſe his friend; 
Firſt open'd with a flee oration, 
His wond'rous {kill in conjuration. 
Said he, By this fell art I'm able, 
«& To whop aff any great man's table, 
© What Cer J like to make a mail of, 
c Either in part or yet in hail of; 
& And if you pleaſe, I'll ſhaw my art.” — 
Cries Halbert, © Faith, with all my heart.” 
Beſs ſain'd herſelf, —cry'd, Lord be here! 
And near hand fell a-ſwoon for fear: 
James leugh, and bad her naithing dread, 
Syne to his conjuring went with ſpeed; 1 


nd 
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And firſt he drew a circle round, 
Then ntter'd many a magic ſound, 

Of words part Latin, Greek and Dutch, 
Enough to fright a very witch: 

That done, he ſays, now, now tis come, 
And in the boal beſide the lum: 

Now ſet the board; goodwife gae ben, 
Bring frat yon boal a roaſted hen. 

She wadna gang, but Haby ventur d, 
And ſoon as he the ambrie enter'd, 

It ſmell'd ſae well, he ſhort time ſaught it, 


And wond' ring, tween his hands he brought it; 


Syne with a gentle touch he felt it; 


With eyes he gaz'd, with noſe he ſmelt it; 


Thus ilka ſenſe he did conveen, 

Leſt glamour had beguil'd his een; 

They all in an united body, 

Declar'd it a fine fat how-towdy, 

Nae mait about it, quoth the miller, 

The fowl looks well: and we'll fa? till her; 
Sae be't, ſays James: and in a doup, 

They ſnapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 


Neiſt, O crys Halbert, “ Cou'd your ſxill, 
* But help us to a waught of ale, 
e I'd be oblig'd t' ye a' my life, 
« And offer to the de' il my wife, 
* To fee if he'll diſcreeter make her, 
6 But that I'm fear'd he winna take her.” 
* James,“ Ye offer very fair, 
* The bargain s hadden, ſay nae mair,” 
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Then thrice he ſhopk a willow wand, 
With kittle words thrice gave command; 
That done, with look both learn'd and grave, 
Said,“ Now ye'll get what ye would have; 
6 'Twa bottles of as nappy liquor, 

« As ever ream'd in horn or bicker; 
„Behind the ark that hads your meal, 
<« Ye'll find twa ſtanding corkef well. 
He ſaid, and. faſt the miller flew, _ 
And frac their neſt the bottles drew; 
Then firſt; the ſcholar's health he toaſted, 
Whaſe art had gar'd him feed on roaſted, 
His father's neiſt and a' the reſt 
Of his. good friends that wiſh'd him beſt. 
Which were o er langſome at the time, 
In a ſhort tale to put in rhime. 


Thus while the miller and the youth, 
Were blythly ſloch'ning of their drouth,. _ 
Beſs, fretting, ſcarcely held frae greeting, 
The prieſt enclos'd ſtood vext and ſweating. 


&* O yow! faid Hab, if ane might ſpeer, 
“Dear maſter James, wha brought our cheer! 
*© dic faits appear to us ſac. aw fu, 
© We hardly think your learning lawfu.“ 


To bring your doubts to a concluſion, 
Says James, “Ken I'm a Roſierueian, 
% Ane of the ſect that never earris H. 
4 On trafke with black de' Ils or faities; A 

6 There's 


er! 


cs 
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« There's mony a ſp rit that's nae a deil, 
« That conſtantly around us wheel. 
“There was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 

« Whaſe wit was gleg as ony razor, 

« Frae this great man we learn'd the ſkill, 
« 'To bring theſe gentry to our will, 

“And they appear, when we've a mind, 
In ony ſhape of human kind: 

% Now, if you'll drop your fooliſh fear, 

&« I'll gar my Pacolet appear.” 


Hab fidg'd, and leugh, his elbow clew, 
Baith fear'd and fond a ſp'rit to view; 
At laſt his courage wan the day, 
He to the ſcholar's will gave way. 


Beſſy by this began to ſmell | 

A rat; but kept her mind tor ſell; 

She pray'd like howdy in her drink, 

But mean time tip't young James a wink; 

James frae his eyes another ſent, 

Which made the wife right well content; 

Then turn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd, 

* Whate'er you ſee be nought ſurpris'd; 

But for your ſaul move not your tongue, 

* And ready ſtand with a great rung; 

* Syne as the ſp'rit gangs marching out, 

Be ſure to lend him a ſound rout. 

* I bidna this be way of mocking, 0 

For nought delyts him more than knocking,” 

Hab got a kent,—ſtood by the hallan, 

And ſtraight the wild miſchievous callan, 
| Cries, 
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Cries, Radamanthur, Bingo, mingo, 
Monk-horner, hippoc, jinko, jingo, 
Appear in likeneſs of a prieſt, 

Not like a de'il in ſhape of beaſt, 

With gaping chafts to fear us a'; 
Wa'k forth, the door ſtands to the wa”. 


Then frae the hole where he was pent, 
The prieſt approach'd right well content, 
With filent pace ſtrade o'er the floor, 
Till he was drawing near the door: 
Then, to eſcape the cudgel, ran; 

But was not miſt by the goodman, 

Wha lent him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threſhold founder; 
Darkneſs ſoon hid him frae their ſight; 
Ben flew the miller in a fright. 

* I trow, quoth he, I laid well on; 
« But, vow, he's like our ain Meſs John} 
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POLEMO MID DIN IA, 
| INTER 
Vitarvam et +Nebernam. 
(By W. Drummond, of Hawthornden, Eſqr.) 


YMPHEL, quæ colitis highiſſima mon- 
ta Fifea, 
Seu vos Pitten weema tenent, ſeu Crelia crofta, 


The Lady Scotſtarvet. + The Lady Newbarns. 
pare Sire 


C 


and SONGS. 39 


Sive Anſtrea domus, ubi nat haddocus in undis, 

Codlineuſque ingens, ubi fleucca et ſketta per- 
errant 

Per coſtam et ſcopulos, lobſter monifootus in 
udis 

Creepat, et in mediis ludit whitenius undis : 

Et vos {kippern, ſoliti qui per mare breddum 

Valde procul lanchare foras, iterumque redire, 

Linquite ſkellatas bottas, ſhippaſque picatas, 

Whiſtlanteſque ſimul fechtam memorate bloo- 
deam, 


Fechtam terribilem, quam marvellaverat omnis 


Banda deum, quoque nympharum cockleſhelle- 
arum z 

Maia ubi ſheepifeda, et ſolgooſifera baſſa 

Swellant in pelago, cum Sol bootatus Edinum 


Poſtabat radiis madidis et ſhouribus atris. 
+ * . « 4 * * 


* ES * - * * CY 


Quo viſo, ad fechtæ noiſam cecidere volucres; 


Ad terram cecidere grues, plith plaſhque dedere 
Solgooſæ in pelago prope littora Brunteliana; 
deaſutor obſtrupuit, ſummique in margine ſaxĩ 
Scartavit præluſtre caput, wingaſque ſtappavit- 
Quodque magis, altè volitans heronius ipſe 
Ingeminans clig clag mediis ſhitavit in undis. 


Namque à principio ſtoriam tellabimus 


omnem. 
Muckreilium ingentem turbam Vitarva per agros 


Nebernz 
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40 ORIGINAL POEMS, 


Nebernz marchare fecit, et dixit ad illos, 


te hodie armati greppis, drivate caballos 
Nebernæ per crofta, atque ipſas ante feneſtras. 


Quod fi forte ipſa Neberna venerit extra, 


Warrantabo omnes, et vos bene defendebo. 


Hic aderant Geordy Aikenheadus, et Rob 
Littlejohnus, 

Et Jamy Richzus, et ſtout Michel Henderſonus, 

Qui gillitripis ante alios danſare ſolebat, 

Et bobbare bene, et laſſas kiſſare bonæas; 

Duncan Oliphantus, valde ſtalvartus, et ejus 

Filius eldeſtus, jolyboyus atque oldmoudus, 

Qui pleugham longo gado drivare ſolebat, 

Et Rob Gib, wantonus homo, atque Olive; 
Hutchin, 

Et plouky-fac'd Watty Strang, atque inkneed 
Aliſhinder Aitkin, 

Et Willy Dick, heavy-arſtus homo, pigerrimus 
omnium, 

Qui tulit in pileo magnum rubrumque favorem, 

Valde lethus pugnare ; ſed hunc Corngrevius 
heros 

Noutheadum vocavit, atque illum forcit ad arma. 

Inſuper hic aderant Tom Taylor, et Henry 
Watſonus, 

Et Tomy Gilchriſtus, et fool Jocky Robinſonus, 


Andrew Alſhenderus, et Jamy Tomſonus, et 


unus | 
Norland-bornus homo, valde valde Anticove- 
nanter, 


Nomine Gordonus, valde blackmoudus, et alter, 


( De'il 


U Il 
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Nu 


De 


Geor 
Huc 
| 
Brecl 
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| 
Curſc 
In ca 
Croft 
Nebe 
In ſy 


Ne 
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Exter 
Whil 
Driv: 
Farta 
Haud 
Prout 
Inter 
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(Deil-ſtick-it! ignoro nomen) flarry-beardius 


homo, 
Qui pottas dightavit, et aſſas jecerat extra. 


Denique præ reliquis Geordzum affatur, et 


inquit, 
Geordi mi formanne, inter ſtoutiſſimus omnes, 
Huc ades, et crookſaddelos, hemmaſque, cre- 
leſque, | 
Brechemeſque ſimul omnes bindato jumentus, 
Amblentemque meum naggum, fattumque ma- 
riti 
Curſorem, et reliquos trottantes ſumito averos: 
In cartis yokkato omnes: extrahito muckam 
Crofta per et riggas, atque ipſas ante feneſtras, 
Nebernæ; et aliquid ſin ipſa contra loquatur, 
In ſydas tu pone manus, et dicito Farte jade. 
Nec mora, formannus cunctos flankavit ave- 
ros, 


Workmannoſque ad workam omnes vocavit, et 


illi 
Extemplo cartas bene fillavere jigantes. 
Whiſtlavere viri, workhorſoſque ordine ſwiros 
Drivavere foras, donec iterumque iterumque 
Fartavere omnes; et ſic turba horrida muſtrat. 
Haud aliter quam ſi cum multis Spinola troupis 


Proudus ad Oſtendam marchaſſet fortiter urbem. 


Interea ante alios dux Piper Laius heros 
Precedens, magnamque gerens cum burdine 


1 
Incipit Harlai cunctis ſonare battellum. 
Vol. III. F Tunc 
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42 ORIGINAL POEMS, 
Tunc Neberna furens yettam ipſa egreſſ;, 


videnſque | 
Muck-cartas tranſire viam; valde angria faQa, 


Non tulit affrontam tantam; verum, agmine 


Convocat extemplo barrowmannos atque ladzos, Nee m 
Jackmannumque, hiremannos, pleughdriviters lpſa pr 

agdatque pleughmannos, Ruſtz1 
Tumulanteſque ſimul reekoſo ex kitchine boyos; Tande: 
Hunc qui dirtiferas terſit cum diſhcloute diſhas, lte, ai 
Hunc qui gruelias ſcivit bene lickere plettas, Mucki 
Et ſaltpannifumos, et widebricatos fiſheros; Juro q 


Hellæoſque etiam ſalteros duxit ab antris, 
Coalheughos nigri girnantes more divelli: 
Life-guardamque ſibi ſævas vocat improba laſſas, 
Maggæam magis doctam milkare cowzas, 


Iv 
Et tots 
Ex caj 
Heart- 


Et doctam ſweepare flooras, et ſternere beddas, fi 
Quzque novit ſpinnare, et longas ducere three. 
das; Obſ 
Nanſzam, claves bene quz keepaverat omnes, Coura 
Yellatemque Elpen, longo-berdamque Anapel- N Middi 
', 
Fartatemque fimul Gyllam, gleidamque Katzam, 0« 
Egregiè indutam blacko caput ſooty clouto; Battel 
Mammæamque fimul vetulam, quæ fſciverat Fortit 
aptè In ere 


Infantum teneras blande oſcularier arſas; 
Quæque lanam cardare ſolet greaſy-fingria Betty, 00 


| Pypar 
Tum demum hungræos ventres Neberna gru- {Wripa 
elis ; t 


Farſit 


arſit 
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Fatfit, et guttas rauſinibus implet amaris; 
poſtea newbarmæ ingentem dedit omnibus hau- 
ſtum. 
Staggravere omnes, grandeſque ad ſidera riftas 
Barmifumi attollunt, et ſic ad prœlia marchant. 
Nec mora, marchavit foras longa ordine turma; 
lpſa prior Neberna ſuis ſtout facta ribaldis, 
Ruſtæum manibus geſtans furibunda gulzum, 
Tandem muckrehos vocat ad pellmellia flaidos: 
ſte, ait, uglæi fellows, ſi quis modo poſthac 
Muckifer has noſtras tentet croſſare feneſtras, 
Juro quod ego ejus longum extrahabo thrapel- 
lum, 
Et totam rivabo faciem, luggaſque gulæo hoc 
Ex capite cuttabo ferox, totumque videbo 
Heart-bloodum fluere in terram. Sic verba 
finivit. | 


Obſtupuit Vitarva diu, dirtflaidaz ſed inde 
Couragium accipiens, muckrelios ordine cunctos 
Middini in medio faciem turnare coegit. 


O qualem primo fleuram guſtaſſes in ipfo 
hattelli onſetto! pugnant muckrelius heros 
fortiter, et muckam per poſteriora cadentem 
In crelibus ſhoolare ardet. Sic dirta volavit. 


O quale hoc hurly-burly fuit, ſi forte vidiſſes 
ypantes arſas, et flavo ſanguine breikas 
Vripantes, hominumque heartas ad prælia fain- 
tas! 1 
ji x2 O qualis 
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O qualis firy-fary fuit | namque alteri nemo 
Ne vel footbreddum yerdz yeildare volebat. 
Stout erat ambo quidem, valdeque hardhear; 

caterva. 


Tum vero è medio muckdrivſter profilit unus, 
Gallantzus homo, et greppam mintat in ipſam 
Nebernam, (quoniam miſerè ſcaldaverat omne; 
Dirtavitque totam petticottam guttere thicko, 
Pearlineaſque ejus ſkirtas, ſilkamque gownæam, 
Vaſquineamque rubram muckſherda begariarit. 
Et tunc ille fuit valde faintheartus, et wit 
Valde procul, metuens ſhottam woundumque 

profundum. 
Sed nec valde procul fuerat revengia in illum: 
Exemplo Gillza ferox invaſit, et ejus 
In faciem girnavit atrox, et tigrida facta 
Bubblentemque grippans berdam, ſic dixit a0 
illum: 
Vade domum, filthze nequam, aut te interficiabo, 
Tunc cumgerculeo magnum fecit Gilly whippum, 
Ingentemque manu ſherdam levavit, et omnem 
Gallantæi hominis gaſhberdom beſmeareavit: 
Sume tibi hoc, inquit, ſneeſing valde operatirum, 
Pro præmio, ſwingere, tuo: tum denique flaido 
Ingentem Gilly Wamphra dedit, validamque ne- 
ven: 
Ingeminatque iterum, donec bis fecerit ignem 
Ambobus fugere ex oculis. Sic Gylla triumphat. 
Obſtupuit bambaizdus homo, backumque repente 
Furnavit veluti naſus bloodaſſet, et O fy ! 
Ter quater exclamat, et © quam fœdè neeſavit! 


Dis- 


emo 
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Disjuniumque omne evomuit valde hungrius 
homo, 

Lauſavitque ſupra, atque infrà, miſerabile viſu: 

Et luggas necko imponens, fic cucurit abſens, 

Non audens gimpare iterum, ne worſa tuliſſet. 


Hæc Neberna videns yellavit turpia verba, 
Et fy, fy! exclamat, prope nune victoria loſta eſt, 
Nec mora terribilem fillavit dira canonem, 
Llatiſque hippis magno cum murmure fartam 
Barytonam emiſit, veluti Monſmegga cracaſſet. 
Tum vero quackarunt hoſtes, flightamque repents 
Sumpſerunt: retroſpexit jackmannus, et ipſe 


Sheapheadus metuit ſonitumque victumque buleti. 


Quod fi King Spanis, Philippus nomine, ſeptem 
Hiſce conſimiles habuiſſet forte canones 
Batterare Sluiſſam, Sluiſſam dingaſſet in aſſam. 
Aut ſi tot magnus Ludovicus fortè dediſſet 
Ingentes fartas ad mœnia Montalbana, 

Ipſam continuò townam dingaſſet in yerdam. 


Exit Corngrevius, wracco omnia tendere videns, 
Conſiliumque meum fi non accipitis inquit, 
Pulchras ſcartabo facies, et vos worriabo . 
Sedneedlo per ſeuſtram broddatus, inque privatas 
Partes ſtobbatus, greitans, lookanſque greivate 
Barlafumle clamat, et dixit, O Deus! O God! 


Quid mult;s ? fic fraya fuit, fic guiſa peracta eſt, 


Una nec interea ſpillata eft droppa cruotis. 
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Quite forzet quhen ane grows pure. 


J. 


HIS warld is all but fenzier fair, 
And as unſtable as the wind, 


And faith is flemit I wat not quhair, Supp 
Treſt fallowſhip is ill to find; Se 
Gude conſcience is all made Blind, Awa 

And charity thairs nane to get; A, 
Leil luve and lawty lys behind, T 

And auld kyndnels is quite forzet. Vo 

II. Now 


Qubyle I had ony thing to ſpend, 
And ſtuffit weil with warlds wrack, 

Amang my friends I was weil kend; 
Quhen I was proud and had a pack, 
They wad me be the oxter tak, 

And at the hich buird I was ſet; 

But now they let me ſtand a back, 
Sen auld kyndneſs is quite forzet. 


III. 


Now I can find but friends few, 


Sen 1 was prized to be poor, 
; They 


{ 


2 


2 


* 
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They hald me now but for a ſhrew : 
Of me they take but little cure: 
All that I do is but injure: 

Thoch I be bair I may not bett, 
They let me ſtand upon the flure, 

Sen auld kyndneſs is quite forzet. 


IV. 


Suppoſe I'm mein I am nocht mendit, 
Sen I held part with povertie, 

Away ſen that my pack was ſpendit, 
Adieu all liberality. 
The proverb now is trew I ſee, 

Ala may nut give will little get. 
Therefore to ſay the verity, 

Now auld kyndneſs is quite forzet. 


V. 


They wald me hals with hude and hat, 
Quhyle I was rich and had enouch : 
About me friends enow I gat, 


Richt blythly then on me they leuch ; 


But now they mak it wonder teuch, 
And lats me ſtand before the zet; 

Therfoir this warld is very freuch, 
And auld kyndneſs is quite forzet. 
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wo _ 
As lang as my ain cap ſtude even, 
I zied but ſeindle myne allane, 


I ſquyrit was with ſax or ſevin, 
Ay quhyle I gave them twa for ane; 


But ſuddenly frae that was gane, . 
They paſſed me by with hands plett, l 
With puirtith frae I was o'ertane, The f 
Then auld kyndneſs was quite forzet, An 
Nen na Is thy 

vn. 1 

That 

Into this warld ſuld nae man trow, On 
Thou may weil fee the reaſon quhy; 

For ay but gif thy hands be fou, Wher 
Thou art but little ſetten by; Th. 
Thou art not tane in company, Thou 

Bot there be fund fiſh in thy net: 0 In 
Therefore this falſe warld I defy, Is Fai 

Sen auld kyndneſs is quite forzet, Un 

N c That 1 
VIII. On 

Sen that nae kyndneſs kepit is; It C. 
Into this warld that is preſent, Th; 

Gif thou wald cum to heavins bliſs, Or is' 

Thyſelf appleiſt with ſober rent; Th: 
Live well and give with gude intent, Or for 

To every man his proper debt; Hin 
Quhait eir God ſend hald thee content, That t 
Sen auld kyndneſs is quite forzet. On 
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OLD-LON G-S YNE. 
Firſt part. 


8 HOU LD old acquaintance be forgot, 


And never thought upon, 
The flames of love extinguiſhed, 


And freely paſt and gone ? 
5 thy kind heart now grown ſo cold 
In that loving breaſt of thine, 
That thou canſt never once reflect 
On old-long-ſyne ? 


Where are thy proteſtations, 
Thy vows and oaths, my dear, 
Thou made to me, and I to thee, 
In regiſter yet clear ? 
I Faith and truth ſo violate 
Unto the Gods divine ? 
That thou canſt never once reflect 
On old-long- ſyne? 


Is't Cupid's fears, or froſty cares, 
That makes thy ſp'rits decay? 

Or ist ſome object of more worth, 
That's ſtoll'n thy heart away? 

Or ſome deſert makes thee neglect 
Him, ſo much once was thine, 

= thou canſt never once reflect 
In old-lo ſyne? | 
Vol. m. Fe G 
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o ORIGINAL Pokus, 


Ist worldly cares fo deſperate, 
That makes thee to deſpair? 
Is't that makes thee exaſperate, 
And bids thee to forbear? 
If thou of that were free as I, 
Thou ſurely ſhould be mine, 
If this were true, we ſhould. renew 
Kind old-long-ſyne. 
But fince that nothing can, prevail, 
And all mp hope is vain, 
From theſe rejected eyes of mine Since 
Still ſhowers of tears ſhall rain: | WI 
And tho' thou haſt me now forgot, And i 
Yet I'll continue thine, © Wh 
And ne'er forget for to reflect How | 
On old-long-ſyne. Wi 
Eſpeci 
If eier I have a houſe, my dear, On 


That truly is call'd mine, 

And can afford but country cheer, 
Or ought that's good therein ? 
Tho” thou were rebel to the king, 
And beat with wind and rain, 
Aſſure thyſelf of welcome love, 

For old-long-ſ yne. 


and 8 N B. 
SECOND PART, 


Y foul is raviſh'd with delight, 
When you I think upon; 
All griefs and ſorrows take the flight, 
And haſtily are gone; 
The fair reſemblance of your face 
So fills this breaſt of mine, 
No fate nor force can it diſplace, 
For old-long-ſyne. 


Since thoughts of you doth baniſh grief, 
When I'm from you remov'd ; 
And if in them I find relief, 
When with ſad cares 'm mov'd ; 
How doth your preſence me affect 
With ecſtacies divine 
Eſpecially when I reflect 
On old-long-ſyne. 


Since thou haſt robb'd me of my heaft 
By thoſe reſiſtleſs powers, 

Which Madam Nature doth impart 
To thoſe fair eyes of yours; 

With honour it doth not conſiſt 

To hold a ſlave in pyne; 

Pray let your vigour then deſiſt, 

For en 


is not my freedom I do crave 
By deprecating pains; 
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Sure liberty he would not have 
Who glories in his chains: 

But this I wiſh, the gods would move 
That noble ſoul of thine 

To pity, ſince thou cannot love, 
For old-lon g- ſyne. 


SEEDED EEE SES ES 


TIDINGS frac the SESSION, 


% 


(By Mr. Dunbar.) 


4 


Muirlands man of uplands mak, 

At hame thus to his nychbour ſpak, 
What tydings, goſſip, peice or weir? 
The tother rounded in his eir, 

I tell you under confeſſion, 
But laitly lichtin aff my mer, 
I come of Edinburgh frae the Seſſion. 


II. 


Quhat tydings hard ze thair I pray zou ? 
The tother anſwert, I fall ſay zou, 
Keip this all ſecreit, gentil brothir, 
ls nae man thair that truſts ane uther : 
A common doer of tranſgreſſion, 


+ 


0 
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Of innocents preveins a futher: - 
Sic tydings hard I at the Seſſion, 
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III. 


Sum with his maik, rowns him to pleis, 

That envyous byt aff his neis; 

His foe him by the oxter leids; 

Sum patters with his mouth on beids, 
That has his mynd all on oppreſſion: 

Sum becks full law, and ſchaws bair heids, 
Wald luke full heich wart not the Seſſion. 
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IV. 
Sum by dand law lays land in wed ; 
Sum ſuperexpendit gaes to bed; 
Sum ſpeids, cauſe he in court has meins; 
Sum of partiality complains, 
How feid and fleims difcretion : 


Sum ſpeiks full fair, and falſely feins; 
Sic things I hard and ſaw at Seſſion. 


V. 


Sum ſummonds caſts, and ſome excepts, 
Sum ſtand beſyd and ſkaild law kepps; 
Sum is delay'd, ſum wins, ſum tynes; 
Sum maks him merry at the wynes; 


Sum is put out of his poſſeſſion; 
FE  __ 
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Sum herriet, and on credance dynes : 
Sic tydings hard I at the Seſſion. 


VI. 


Sum ſweirs, and gies clien up with GOD; 

Sum in a lamb-ſkin is a tod; 

Sum in his tung his kyndneſs turſes; 

Sum cuts at throats, and ſum pykes purſes ; 
Sum gaes to gallows with proceſſion ; 

Sum ſains the ſeit, and ſum them curſes 
Sic tydings hard I at the Seſſion. 


VIL 


Religious men of divers places, 

Cum thair to wou, and ſee fair faces, 

Baith Carmelites and Cordihers, 

To gemer cum, and get mae friers, 
Unmindful of thair cheſt profeſſion, 

The zunger at the elder leirs ; 


Sic. tydings hard at the Seſſion. 


VIII. 


Thair cums zung monks of hie complexion, 
Of mynd devote, luve and affect ion; 
And in the Court thair het fleſh dant, 
Full father-lyke, with pech and pant: 

They are ſae humble of interceſſion, 
Thair — all kynd women grant: 

Sic tydings hard I at the Seſſion. 


IX. 


Sum honeſt loxds adorn the hench ; 
Sum mynds nocht but his Wine and wench ; 
Sum has Jaw learning of his awin; 
cum wants and lippens to his man, 
In ilka cauſe to get a leſſon; 
Sum cankirt girns, be party thrawin, 
And fleims fair juſtice frac the Seſſion. 


X. 


The Advocates I may nocht wyte, 
Nor yet the lads that lybalds wryte-z 
For it's thair craft, and they maun fen, 
This has no ſpevie in his pen, 

Nor that a palſie in expreſſion ;. 
But weil Lwate ane of ilk ten, 


Micht very weil gane all the Seſſion. 


A CAC o2R2R 


CHARITY ans V AME 
A FABEE 


Ed on by Hope, in queſt of Fame, 
IL Meek Charity (a virgin) came. 

The roſeate beauties of her face 
Beſpokezan inward bent to grace; 
Unpractis'd in each ſubtle art, 

With gen'rous mind, and candid heart, 


Her 
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Her anxious breaſt was ſure t' attend 
The ſeeming ſupplicating friend. 
Where Diſcontent uſurping reign'd, 
Twas ſhe the wonted peace regain'd ; 
The ulcer'd ſore, the gangren'd wound, 
From Charity allievement found : 
Twas her's to pity, heal diſtreſs, 

Her's equal will, and power to bleſs, 
With azure ſpread, the ſky was fair, 
Serene the ſcarcely quiv'ring air, 

A dappl'd grey—a vivid green, 

In nature's vary'd landſcape ſeen; 

Lur'd by the beauty of the day, 

She careleſs winds her devious way 
Each ſtraggling thought, in penſive mood, 
Reflecting ſtill on doing good; 

O'er hill, thro' dale, ſhe yet proceeds, 
And ſtudies Nature as ſhe reads. 

A winding vale attracts her view, 
A ſcene to contemplation new. 

Here Fancy, ſportive, took her round, 
Each vary'd gaze freſh pleaſure found. 
When Virtue from it's bias ſt rays, 
Vice ſtraight the heedleſs hint obeysz 

A eee _ with paſhon fraught, 
At diſtance faw—by nature taught: 
The wanton ſummons ſcarce he needs, 
Guilty, he wavers, yet proceeds; 
The vale he reach'd, a claſhing gaze 
But more inflames his inward blaze. 
On near approach from whence he came ? 


Demands the curious ſimple dame, 


. With ; 


8 


With modeſt look, the wretch repiyd, 
All fix'd abode to fame's denyd: 
To tell you whencel lateſt eame, 

You need but know your ſervant fame. 
An orient bluſh inflam'd her cheek ; 
Much ſhe defired—ſhe could not ſpeak; 

The pilgrim ſaw, her cafe he knew, vo 
And to his heedleſs victim flew ; VALID 
With fervent zeal the dame he preſt, 
And—modeſty conceals the reſt. 

The deed was done the treſpaſs o er, 
Time, as is wont, did all explore: 
Suſfice to ſay, this titillation 

Gave birth to pompous Oftentation, 


The moral, Sir—it 1s fo plain, 
I ſhould but moralize.1 in vain. 


N 


0x J OHNS ON's DIT TON AR. 


1 N love with a pedantic jargon, 
Our poets now-a- days are far gone; 
So that a man can't read their ſongs, | 
Unleſs he has the gift of tongues 3 
Or elſe to make him underſtand; _ 
Keeps Johnſon's Lexicon at hand, 
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Be warn'd, young poet, and take heed, 
That Johnſon you with caution read: 
Always attentively diſtinguiſh  '-. . 
The Gregk and Latin words from Koi 
And never uſe ſuch, as tis wiſe 
Not to attempt to nat' rali ze. 
Suffice the following ſpecimen, 
Io make che aper n. WE 


Little of 3 bas _ 
Who in yon fulgid curricle reclines- 


Alone; while I, depauperated bard ! - 
The ſtreets i= e te Why, with bland 


voice, 


Bids he me not his vefitatio ſhare p- 1 
3 Mati 
Alas! he fears my e coat, (Dea 
And viſage pale with frigerific want, 
Wov'd bring dedecoration on his _ 
Me miſerable | that th“ Aonian hill Wy 
Is not auriferous, nor fit to bear FR 
The / farinaceous food, ſupport of bards 
but ſeldom; yet the ſoil 0 


Which Hippocrene bumectates, * vields 
But ſterile laurels and aquaticks ſour, 


To dulcify th abfenthiated cup | | 
Of life, receiv d from thy novercal hand, 
Shall I have nothing, muſe? To lenify 
Thy heart indurate, ſhall poetic woe 
And plaintive qulation nought avail ? 


To h 
Riches 


and 


15 


ches 


Riches de/iderate I never did, 


Ey'n when in mood moſt optative z a farm, 
Small, but aprique, was all I ever wiſh'd. 


I, when a ruſtic, wou'd my b/atant calves 
Well pleas'd ab/aFate, and delighted tend 
My gemilliparous ſheep 3 nor ſcorn to rear 
The ſuperb turkey and the. fripant gooſe ; 
Then to dendrology my thoughts I'd turn, 
A fav'rite care ſhould horticulture be, 

But moſt of all would geoponicks pleaſe. 
While ambulation thoughtleſs I protract, 
The tir'd ſun appropinguates to the ſea. 
Now my arid throat, and /atrant guts 
Vociferate for ſupper ; but what houſe 

To get it in gives dubitation ſad. 

O! for a turgid bottle of Bell's beer, 
Mature for imbibition and Ol for 

(Dear object of h:ation) mutton pies | 
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On NRW-TEAR's DA x. 


ANUS! thou deity of ſcoundrels, 


J 


Yet can I think the knaviſh God, 
To his own praiſe will deign the nod ? 


H 2 


Lend me thy aid—I fear I'll blunder elſe ; 


n r . ¶ e ¶ e roman car 


n 4A 
. 
=: 


= > . 
_—_ FLY - 
—_— beg — L.A 
* r 
”— 2 N 8 
- — <<e. 


> as 
| — 


* ""_ 
_— 
2 2 


R 
ITS — — 
og 


bo Sa, 
rant 


Ce ee En EE — 
2 — . — = 1 4 
” > — = 6 
5 — SG" IS 
N 9 hs — 
„ Fs * 
n — 
2 — 4 4 "> 
- 2 


WAFS 3 
r 


rr 
— — 


£ 
7 1 
0 

1 

18 

$385] 

1 o Fo 

g : 4 

» 4 

+" 4&3 

$ - s 

4 4 + 

* * 4 
. n . 
os. 1 

4 , l 

* » be 
W- 

. 

CL 

1 

8 

1 

. 
8 1 
7 ; 
* 7 
bs 
'- $39 
4 +4 | 
= N 
29 
1 
; 11 
1 F 
1 1 
* 1 4 
7 55 
1 
* . TY 
5 x * 

„ 

4 4 
1 1 
4 wet 

% «b Y 
i 
1% 
4 2 N 
* # * 
=. 
ITY £ 
T3331 
$ \ 
v7 
4 2 
L be 
- Tas * 
E > 
* 7 
1 
1 N 
' 
a» * - 
: 
"I > l 
n 1 

: 1 

N * 

<3 LI 

1 14 | 

. 4 

1 . 

„ 5 

DT 1 
R . 

R [ 

« = £ 

- 
1 
, 1 7 
1 
1 
: Fs 5 
: 44 
ö . 
x 4 
: * 1 ' 
r 
: 3 
2:8 
. ix 
2, 
| \ 4 
4 * 
* Cc. 1 
2 

PACE 

7 ö 

by Te 

JOE 
L 
Ly 
t « 
12 
ö 3 
r 
_- ey 
PE 
; 12 
2M 
07 
* 
= 
15 
I ? 
i 5 
+ 


— 
V wn — 
» YEP (a [2 


6% ORIGINAL POEMS, 


In fact or fable, proſe or verſe, 
The man who kicks a raſcal's a—, 
Is he, of all degrees and ranks, 

Who firſt receives a raſcal's thanks. 
Let two-fac'd Janus, hear, I pray, 
Thy honours, grace my aukward lay. 
And to begin thy pair of vi/ages 
Point out to us fame human uſages. 
— The caitiff, vers'd in villain's lore, 
Can look behind and look before: 
Let honeſt men prevent ſurpriſe, 
Taking the hint—to uſe their eyes. 


But next, great Janus I conceive, 
That ev'ry ſubtle, fawning knave 
(Nor do I fear to be impung · d), 
Like to thyſelf—is double tongu'd: 
With one he talks, in whining cadence, 
Of moral character and credence ; 
Virtue extolls as ever man did, 
And bhlifſes ſtill the heart that's candid. 
-— All this is for the nonce a chalice, 
And but a gourd to ſhade his malice : 
The other tongue replete with poiſon, 
He keenly plies to the confuſion 
Of candour, innocence, and worth, 
Good-nature, friendſhip, and fo forth. 


But furthermore] find in rhime 
Thee Janus call'd the God of Time. 
In rhime l —in reaſon this is fit: 

1 — thy votaries have wit, 


— 


And 


And 
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And ſkill, and prudence—all the three, 

To make their deeds and views agree. 4 1 
The cooleſt aims enſure their meaſures 

In bus'neſs, calumny, and pleaſures; 

Thus time improv'd, and ends ſucceeding, 
They bliſs great Janus for their breeding. 


This one remark, and then I ceaſe; 
Janus ! thou art the God of Peace. 
The ſhutting of thy temple-door 
Betok'n'd truce in days of yore: 
And hence thy ſons, of paultry name, 
Will to the palace of loud Fame, 
Impell'd by fear, at times reſort 
(Like bankrupts to the verge of court), 
Where they preclude unwelcome ſounds, 
Bolting the doors with bills and bonds. 


Patron of genius, wit, and light, 
How long thy rays ſhall cheer my fight, 
Still may my friendſhips be ſincere 
To thoſe who worth and truth revere : 
And ſtill; oh ſtill may I behold, 

From the Pierian fountain rolbd, 
Afiition's waters unto thoſe 

Who are of mirth and ſenſe the foes ; 
Whether ſuch varlets vent their ſpleen 

By word, or deed, or Magazine, 

—Grant too, that thro? this circling year, 
The ſons of Janus may appear 

(And in reality may be) 


As much inferior to me, 
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In every exerciſe and art 

Which proves the man, or mends the heart, 
As I, in each Parnaſſian gift, 

Am to MI. n, or to Swift. 


e 
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WV. AT muſe can juſtly ſing the Printer's 
raiſe ! 

Whoſe art the treaſures of the mind diſplays ! 

Poets and ſages fam'd in days of old, 

By the Librarian painfully inroll'd, 

Were erſt a ſight unknown to vulgar eyes, 

So vaſt the purchaſe of the precious prize : 

A volume that a folio's bulk could rate 

Oft ſunk the rev'nue of a ſmall eſtate. 

A Bible did ſo large a ſum require, 

It aſk'd the joint ſubſcription of a ſhire : 

Hence barbariſm o'er the world prevail'd, 

Hence ignorance from age to age intail'd: 

Till in Germania's climes, a wond'rous man 

The rudiments of Printing firſt began: 

Others from him th' improving genius caught 

And to perfeCtion thus the Science ann 
18 
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This ſoon the miſts of error chac'd away, 

And truth, all lovely, ſhone with heav'nly ray. 

Now men of ſtudious ms, | with ceaſcleſs 
toil, 

For new A eorries 00 their midnight ai: 

Their finiſn'd works the Printer's cares demand; 

They range the letters with a nimble hand, 

Then prompt reviſe, and to the preſs conſign; 

By thouſands multiply d the pages ſhine ! 

Tor eafy. premiums now the curious chuſe. 

The ſage philoſopher, or heav'nly muſe 

The Stagyrite in ev'ry clime is known, 

And Homer now 1s born in ev'ry town ; 5 

In ey'ry clime the muſes ſpread their wings, 

And the ſweet Mantuan ſtuain in Britain lings. 


For me, whom Fortune niggardly regards, 

(She's ſeldom ever laviſh to the bards); 

| hail the Printer's art, whoſe large ſupplics 

Almoſt in ev'ry ſtreet regale my eyes. 

In ſtudious hours my ſober ſteps I bend 

To Scheffer *, where thy ample fquares extend, 

There gratis I revolve the claſſic page, 

And Heliconian draughts my thirſt afſuage : 

There num'rous tomes, correct from Pantin's + 
preſs, 

Or Elzivir's neat types my frarchen bleſs, . 

And oft that groat that ſhould for dinner pay, 

Bears thence ſome rich immortal prize away. 


* He isacknowledged as the firſt Printer, 
{ i Theſe were two eminent Printers, and are dioves: 
to be among the firſt improvers of the Art, 


While 
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While ſome for Liberty their clamours raiſe, ' WW Yo 
(This paſſion ſtill is each true Briton's praife) 

L join the gen ral voice, yet muſt confeſs | 

I chiefly prize the freedom of the preſs ; 

This brings to light the labours of the muſe; 
This-fills each mouth with politics nor news; 
Hence daily weekly works, ſo num'rous ſeen! 
And re the cr in the Mogazine ! 


* Anchrrrrecnarnvr 
— „ 1 120 
Jan. 11. 773. tamil 
eee 


A SCHEME for reducing the high price of 
Proviſions. A CANTATA. 


Wrote-in the Year 1773. 
To the Tune of Cupid's Recruiting Sexjeant, 


RECITATIVE. 


OM E, Liberty's ſons, and hear * 1ILec hi 


propoſe, fl 

To reheve-all your wants, and aſſuage al your To ba 
awoesz T 
And if my advice you are willing to take, 1 


Your hero at once a king you may make. 
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Fou may ſeat him at once on wet Liberty's 
throne, 
And reap ſuch advantage as never was known. 
His faithful adherents may ſhare in the ſtate, 
And ye all may together be happy and great; 
So I'd have you conſider and take my advice 
And let this good job be done in a trice; 
And leave us poor dupes to a diſpotic man, 
To ande af d bed bargiin the delt that we 
Can. 


Ax I. 


There is many an Iſland that ſtands in the fen, 
Has never been diſcover d to this very day: 
Let the aſtronomers, © 
Who confult with the ftars, 
And aſſiſtance ſo kind the geographers 4 
To ſound ev'ry ſtrand, 


And find out a land, 
Where Bull may be captain, and Wilkes may be 
"It 
Let bim 115 his colleague, and the uf et who 


ſtrive 


To bawl Wilkes for ever, and brave fri ; 
Then free from controul, 
They in riches may roll, 


VoL. II. : And 
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And to liberty's hero their off rings en 
And, deſpiſing of peace, 5 mth 


In their/tumults increaſe, Auer! 
For Allen may e e and W les wajk 
Noe 701 14 197; TI 1 
f II. 00% sid! 11 


b 6 01 en 9189) | 
Conkn'd 4 No no — they 1 
And, like Beckford, a cart-load of baſtards may 
have ; 
If bleſt by theirrfateg," 
They may gain large eſtates, 
And their money away in; ——— IO 
For they Il never find flaws, s, A 
In their maxims and laws, 7 15 
For Glynn ſhall be chancellor, and Wilkes ſhall 
be king. 3053 In bali d att fd bit 
bent y Hul 
Vos! 5 [446k Dit 6 
ad yer e li bus Hire od vert e 19: 
A ſhew of religion I ſuppoſe they will. make, 
Tho' perhaps 'twill be only for decency's ſake; 
And the clergy that's civil, 
May burleſque God and devil, 
And follow their leader like apes in a ſtring; 1 
For Wilſon the joiner, . _ 
Shall put on the mitre, . 
And be an archbiſhop A for W mh tas he 
king, POETS ON EE! g 


(Lor {tb £ T7 
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As a city regalia they like to pole, & 17 


dreſs : 
In a fine gilded toy, 
To pleaſe a great boy, 
They may ride, while the cleavers and marrow- 
bones ring z 
So away let them fail 
With a proſperous gale, 


be king. 
VI. 


But when they begin to diſcover his tricks, 
; brit In their *ſcutcheon, perhaps it a dagger may 
4 fix; 


Perhaps parſon Horne, 
100 In repulſe for his ſcorn, 
ke, Their dark machinations to daylight may bring: 
ae 3 A true Brutus may prove, 


The falſe patriot remove, 
And * Wilkes be no longer a king. 


go . | 
It be Let them puſh off their bout, with on mob at 


their heels, | 
And leave us to combat, 456 bear with our ls; 
V. But if e' er they come back 8 
0 7 And their country forſake; 
42 I 2 (And 


In furr'd ſcarlet gowns and gold chains they may 


Where Bull may be Lord Mayor, for Wilkes ſhall 
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(And if no one is found that will do ſuch a thing) 


To ſcourge their offence, 


A Jack Ketch I'd commence, 
And tie them all up in a ſtrong hempen ſtring. 


VIII. 
But you'll ſay, how will this our grievance re- 


move, 
And give us the bleſſings of plenty to prove ? 
Why,. when they're all gone, 
And we're left alone, 
A number ſo ſmall can but little conſume z 
There'll be leſs for to eat 
Of the bread and the meat, 
And the prices, I'm certain, will ſoon tumble 
down. 


IX. 


Our mechanics no longer will talk of diſtreſs, 
For they'll mind bulineſs better, and politics 
leſs ; : 
Thus plenty once more 
Shall repleniſh our ſhore, 
There'll be ſtrong· beer enough, which will be 
ae thing; ; 
And with chearful huzza, 


Cry, long live George the Thisd « our defender 


and king. 1 2 55 
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CALLER WATE R. 


(By Mr. Ferguſſon.) 


HAN father Adie firſt pat ſpade in 
The bonny yard of antient Eden, 
His arary had nae liquor laid in 
To fire his mou', 
Nor did he thole his wife's upbraidin* 
For being fou. 


A caller burn o' filler ſheen. 

Ran cannily out o'er the green, 

And when our gutcher's drouth had been 
To bide right fair, 

He loutit down, and drank bedeen 
A dainty ſkair. 


His bairns a? before the flood 

Had langer tack o' fleſh and blood, 

And on mair pithy ſhanks they ſtood 
Than Noah's line, 

Wha till hae been a feckleſs brood 
WY drinking wine. 


The fuddlin' Bardies now-a-days 


Rin maubin-mad in Bacchus praiſe, 
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And limp and ſtoiter thro? their lays 
Anacreontic, 

While each his ſea of wine diſplays 
As big's the Pontic. 


My muſe will no gang frae hame, 

Or ſcour a' airths to hound for fame ; 

In troth, the jillet ye might blame 
For thinking on't, 

Whan eithly ſhe can find the theme 
Of aqua font. 


This is the name that doctors uſe 
Their patients noddles to confuſe ; 
Wi' fimples clad in terms abſtruſe, 


They labour ſtill, 
In kittle words to gar you rooſe 


Their want o ' ſkill. 


But we'll hae nae fic clitter clatter 

And briefly to expound the matter, 

It ſhall be-ca'd good Caller Water, 
Than whilk I trow, 

Few drugs in doctors ſhops are better 


For me or you. 


Tho' joints ate iff as ony rung, 
Your pith wi' pain be fairly dung 
Be you in Caller Water flung 

Out oer the lugs, 


Twill mak you ſouple, ſwack and young, | 


Withouten drugs. 


Th 


o 
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Tho' cholic or the heart-ſcad teaze us 


Or only inward pain ſhouldiſeize us, 

It maſters a' io fell diſeaſes" 25 
I That would ye FO, 

And brings — to a canny criſis 

WI little tulzie. 


Wert 15 for'! it the bonny liffes . qt He 


Would glowr 1 nae mair in kecking glaſſes, 
And ſoon tine dint a' the races 
That aft e conveen 
In gleefu' looks and bonhy faces, 
To catch our N 7 


* 


— 
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The faireſt len might die 4 mad, 


And Cupid quit his ſhooting trade, 
For wha thre clarty maſquerade 


Could than diſcover, 9 on 


Whether the features under ſhade 
Were worth a lover? 


As ſimmer rains bring ſimmer ſhow'rs, 
A leaves to cleed the birkin bowr's, 
Sae beauty gets by caller ſhow'rs, 
Sae rich a bloom, 
As for eſtate; or heavy dow'rs 
| Aft ſtands in room, 


What makes Auld Reikie's dames ſae fair, 
It canna be the haleſom air, 
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But caller, burn beyond compare, 
I be baſt of ony 
That gars them a' fic graces ſkair, 
is! nn ſae bonny. 


On May- day in e dg 
Web ye ſeen them round St. Anthon's ſpring 
Frae graſs the caller dew drops wring 
To weet their ein, 
And water clear as cryſtal ſpring, 
"To ſynd them clean. 


O may they till purſue the way 
To look ſae feat, ſae elean, ſae gay! 
Than ſnall their beauties glance like 115. 
And, Ie ber, be. 
The goddeſs of ihe nag Spray, 
The Mule, for me. 


12 TOw F715 
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HORACE, Book IL 


ODE N. imitated in modern ScomTs. 


Vides, ut alld flet nive candidum 
Sorafte, &c. 


OOK up, my friend, look up and ſee, 

The hills of North at Bannochie, 
What heaps of ſnaw lie o' them 

Lord help the bodies of the hills, 

For neither plows, nor kills, nor mulls, 

Can gang this day amo them. 


The hills are white, the woods are blew 

There's neither drink for horſe nor cow 
(The wells are ſmor'd wi' drift), 

But when the filly ſervant lad 

Flings aff the ſnaw wi' ſhool and ſpade, 

And makes a forry ſhift. 


But what care I? the fint a hair, 
Whether = night be foul or fair, 


m ſure there's nae great pingle, 
To quaff the bowl, to ſmoke, to crack, 
An' gar baith cauld and care ſtand back. 
Beſide a bleezing ingle. 


MR) = Neiſt 
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Neift day will bring proviſion wi't, 
God kens an' we be ſpar'd to ſee't; 

The whiſtling weſtern gales 
Will melt the ſnaw and tir the hills, 
And ſet a-going kills and mills, 

And plows to yeer the vales, 


While you're poſſeſt of youth and vigour, 
At kirk and market cut a figure, 

At bridals, balls, and banquets, 
Ere Age come creeping like a ſnail, 
And make you twa-fald, as a flail, 

And nail you to the blankets. 


Flyp baith your cheeks, and fur your brow, 
Twin you of teeth and mark o mou”, 
And ſharp your whitlie noſe, 
And with your fabric act a farce 
Will gar your breeks hing o'er your a—e, 
And legs haf fill your hoſe. 


Be briſk—'tis neither fin nor ſhame 
To ſqueeze a bonny laſhe's w——e. 
To ſeize her ring or neck-lace. 
Tho' ſhe cry hout—you're d—'d uncivil ! 
Ne'er mind it—for the horned d——1 
She hates nae war than blate-face. 


VANLU. 
Aberdeen, 4ula 
January 22, 1773. 
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CAL LEAR 0er 


Happy the man who, free from care and ſtrife, 
In filken or in leathern purſe, retains 

A ſplendid ſbilling. He nor hears with pain 
New oyflers cry'd, nor fighs for chearful ale. 


PHiLL1Ps. 


(By Mr. Ferguſſon.) 
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A fiſhin yole or ſamond cobble, 2 
And can reward the #/bers trouble, 1 


Or ſouth or north, 
There's nane ſae ſpacious and ſae noble 
As Firth of Forth, 
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In her the tate and cadlin fail, 

The eil fou ſouple wags her tail, 

Wi' Herrin, flouk, and mackarel, 
And whitens dainty 

Their ſpindle foanks the labfters trail, 
Wi' partans plenty. 


Auld Reikie's ſons blyth faces wear; 
deptember's merry month is near, 


K2- That 
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That brings in Neptune's caller cheer, U 
; New oyſters freſh ; ey G 
The haleſomeſt and niceſt gear T 
Of fiſh or fleſh : 
A 
O than we nhodua gre a plack 
For dand' ring mountebank or quack, 
Wha o' their drogs ſae bauldly crack, * 
And ſpread ſic notions, H 
As gar their feckleſs patients tak D 
Their /linkin potions. 
Come prie, frail man ! for gin thou ar? ſict, f b 
The oyſter is à rare cathartic 
As ever doctor patient gart lick w 
To cure his ails; | p 
Whether you hae the bead or heart-ake, 10 
It ay prevails. 
Th 
Ye ple, open 2 your pofer, 
Ye wha are fauſh'd wi' plouky noſes, 
Fling _ your craig ſufficient doſes, hs 
ou'll thole a hunder;/ Th 
To 1 awa your fimmer riſes, wi 
And naithing under. 
Whan big ur Barns che guter tin, 
Gin ye hae catcht a droukit fkin, 
To Luckie Meddlemift's loup in, Th 
And fit fu ſnug Th. 
'Owr oyſters and a dram o' gin, | 
Or haddock lug. 
| Wher 


Whet 
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When auld Saunt Giles, at aught o'clock, - 
Gars merchant lourts their chopies lock, 
There we adjoufn wi' hearty fock | 
To birle our boddles, 
And get wharewi' to crack our joke, 
And clear our noddles. 


When Phoebus tid hits winddcks beck, 


How aften at that ing e cheek 
Did I my froſty Kits beek, 
And taſte good fare; 
I trow there was nae hame to ſeek 


Whan ſteghin there. 


While glakit fools, owr rife o caſh, 
Pamper their weyms wi fouſom traſh, 
I think a chief may gayly paſs, 
He's no ill boden 
That guſts his gabb wi' oyſter ſauce, | 
And hen weed .* | 


At 9 an eke Neusten 
The fiſher wives will get top lib 
Whan lade gang out on Sunday's even 
To treat their yes, 
And tak of fat.pandors a prieven, 
Or aſe breſe : 


Then ſometimes ere they fit their doupy 


EE 


They'll ablins a“ their ver coup 


For 
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For liquor clear frac cutty ſtoup, 
To weet their wizen, 

And ſwallow owr a dainty ſoup, 
For fear they gizzen. 


A' ye wha canna ſtand ſae ſicker, 
Whan twice you've toom'd the big-ars'd bicker, 
Mix caller oyſters w1 your liquor, 

And Pm your debtor, 


If greedy prieſt or drouthy vicar : 
Will thole it better. 


$$000004-9- 0929949949 
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RISING of te SESSION.. 
By the ſame.) 


O # men living be it kend, 
The Sxsslox now is at an end: 
Writers, your finger-nebbs undend, 
| And quatt the pen, | 
Till Time we lyart pow ſhall ſend 
Blythe June again. 


Tir d o' the law, and a' its phraſes, 
The wylie writers, rich as Creſus, 


Hurl frae the town in hackney chaiſes, Afte 
For country cheer: The: 
The powny that in ſpring- time gazes, 


Thrives a' the year. 
wo 


ker, 
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Ye lawyers, bid fareweel to lies, 

Fareweel to din, fareweel to fees, 

The canny hours o' reſt may pleaſe 
Inſtead o' filler :* 

Hain'd multer hads the mill at eaſe, 
And finds the miller. 


Blyth they may be wha wanton play 


In fortune's bonny blinkin ray, 
Fu' weel can they ding dool away 
Wi' comrades couthy, 


And never dree a hungert day, 
Or e'ening drouthy. 


Ohon the day for him that's laid, 
In dowie poortith's caldrife ſhade, 
Ablins owr honeſt for his trade, 
He racks his wits, 
How he may get his buick weel clad, 
And fill his guts. 


The farmers ſons, as yap as ſparrows, 

Are glad, I trow, to flee the barras, 

And whiſtle to the plough and harrows 
At barley ſeed : 

What writer wadna gang as far as 
He cou'd for bread. 


After their yokin, I wat weel 
They'll ſtoo the kebbuck to the heel; 
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Eith can the plough-Ltilts gar a chiel - 
Be unco yogie, He 
Clean to lick aff his crowdy-meal, : 
And ſcart his *. | Ma 
Now mon a fallow is dung a-drifc 
4 To a' the blaſts beneath the lift, y 
'F And tho' their ſtamack's, aft in tift ag 
| In vacance — ze 
: | + Yet ſeenil do they ken the rift 
8 O' ſtappit weym. | 
| 


Now gin a Netar ſhou'd be wanted, 

Yowll find the pillars gayly planted ; 

For little thing arate/ts are [pov 
Upo' a bill, 

And weightieſt matters corenanted 
For haf a gill. , 
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Nae body takes a morning dribb 
O Holland gin frae Robin Gibb ; 
And tho” a dram to Rob's mair fib 
Than is his wife, 
He maun take time to daut his Rib 
Till ſiller's rife. 


This vacance is a heavy doom 
On Indian Peter's coffee-room, 
For a' his china pigs are toom; 
Nor do we fee | Ve 
In wine the ſucker biſkets ſoom 
As light's a flee. 
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But ſtop, my Muſe, nor make a main, 

Pate diſna fend in that alane; 

He can fell twa dogs wi' ae bane, 
While ither fock 

Maun reſt themſelves content wi' ane, 
Nor farer trock. 


Ye change-houſe-keepers never grumble, 
Tho' you a while your bickers whumble, 
Be unco patientfu' and humble, 
Nor make a din, 
Tho' gude yoot binna kend to rumble 
your weym within. 


You needna grudge to draw your breath 

For little mair than haf a reath, 

Than, gin we a' be ſpar'd frae death, 
We'll gladly prie 

Freſh noggans o your reaming graith 
Wi' blythſome glee. 


Auld Rethie, 
March 15, 1773- 


Vor. III. L O D E 


But 
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In wit 

(By the ſame.) His ei 

Yet ti 

Huus, blythſome tune your canty reed; Wl That 
And welcome to the gowony meads Auld 

The pride of a' the inſect thrang, Upo' 
A ſtranger to the green fae lang, Wha 
Unfald ilk buſs and ilka brier, That 
The bounties o' the gleeſome year, Then 
To him whaſe voice delights the ſpring, How 
Whaſe ſoughs the ſafteſt ſlumbers bring. Behac 
| Or th 
The trees in ſimmer-claething dreſt, What 
The hillocks in their greeneſt veſt, And 
The braweſt flow'rs rejoic'd we ſee, Or w 
Diſcloſe their ſweets, and ca? on thee, On þ 
Blythly to ſkim on wanton wing * The 
Thro' a' the fairy haunts of ſpring. Frac 
Whan fields ha'e got their d ilt Fr 
And dawnin breaks — the lt, 4 Refle 
Then gang ye're wa's thro' hight and how, Whi 
Seek caller haugh or ſunny know, Or tl 


Or ivy'd craig or burnbank brae, 
Whare induſtry ſhall bid ye gae, 
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for hiney or for waxen ſtore, 
To ding ſad poortith frae your door 


Cou'd feckleſs creature, man, be wiſe, 
The ſimmer © his life to prize, 
I winter he might fend fw bald, 
His eild unkend to nippin cald, 
Yet thir, alas! are antrin fock 
That lade their ſcape wi' winter ſtock, 
Auld age maiſt feckly glowrs right dour 
Upo' the ailings of the poor, 
Wha hope for nae comforting, ſave 
That dowie diſmal houſe, the grave. 
Then feeble man, be wiſe, take tent 
How induſtry can fetch content: 
Behad the bees whare'ere they wing, 
Or thro' the bonny bow'rs of ſpring, 
Whare vi'lets or whare roſes blaw, 
And filler dew-draps nightly fa”, 
Or whan on open bent they're ſeen, 
On hether-bell or thriſtle green; 
The hiney's ſtill as ſweet that flows 
Frae thriſtle cald or kendling roſe. 


Frae this the human race may learn 
RefleCtion's hiney'd draps to earn, 
Whither they tramp life's thorny way, 
Or thro' the ſunny vineyard ſtray. 


Inſtructive bee ! attend me ſtill, 
Oer a my labours ſey your ſxill; 


L 2 For 


34 ORIGINAL POEMS, 


For thee ſhall hiney-ſuckles riſe, 
With lading to your buſy thighs, 

And ilka ſhrub ſurround my cell, 
Whareon ye like to hum and dwell : 
My trees in bourachs o'er my ground 
Shall ſend ye frae ilk blaſt o wind; 
Nor er ſhall herd, wi' ruthleſs ſpike, 
Delve out the treaſures frae your bike, 
But in my fence be ſafe, and free N 
To live, and work, and ſing like me. 


Like thee, by fancy wing'd, the Muſe 
Scuds ear' and hartſome o'er the dews, 
Fu' vogie, and fu' blyth to crap 
The winſome flow'rs frae Nature's lap, 
Iwining her living garlands there, 

That lyart time can neer impair. 


Broomhouſe, Eaft-Lothian, 
April 26, 1773. 
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DOMESTIC HAPPINESS. 


(A Town Eclogue, by C—s J—r, M. A.) 


I thoſe fair meads, beſide that favour'd 
ſtream, 

Where Pope indulg'd che fond poetic dream, 

And woo'd, with happy ſuit, the Sylvan maids, 

To leave their hill, and ſport in Twickenham 
ſhades, 

Diſguſted with the city's tinſel joys, 

Its night of tumult, and its day of noiſe, 

The penſive Aﬀamont, with lonely ſtep, 

Purſu'd the winding margin of the deep; 

Whilſt deep embow'r'd within the ſpreading 
groves, 

His humble ſeat, fond ſcene of former loves, 

With peaceful gloom attracts his wiſtful eyes. 

And bids fond thoughts of paſt endearment riſe. 

In vain he ſtrove to wean his widow'd heart 

From wonted bliſs, by ev'ry ſpecious art; 

In vain he mingled with the thoughtleſs train, 

That haunt the ſeats where Folly holds her 
rei 

He tried their proffer'd joys with ill ſucceſs, 

And, following Pleaſure, fled from Happineſs. 

For 
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For calmer bliſs he ſeeks ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 
Where, in due umbrage, wave the varied greens, 
Where dappled margins Thames ſmooth waters 
lave, 
And drooping willows kiſs the circling wave, 
There, as beneath the trembling aſpin's ſhade, 
He.view'd the riſing hill, the verdant glade, 
Domeſtie joys alone poſſeſs'd his mind, 
Without one wiſh for thoſe he left behind: 
With gay contempt the Town's wild ſcenes he 
. viewd, 


And feaſted on the joys of ſolitude z 


The Muſe, the ſole companion of his way, 
And thus be pour d his elegiac lay. 


Tis not for you whoſe golden-winged hours 
In joys balf-taſted ever are employ'd, 


Wo ſeek gay pleaſure in her ſweeteſt bow'rs, 


And, ſtill unfated, leave her half enjoyed. 


Tis not for you who dread the pain of thought, 
Who laugh through life, ſo negligently gay, 
Whoſe bliſs, however mean, is dearly bought, 
*Tis not for you I tune the ſimple lay. 


The Muſe's joys, more pure, tho more con- 
fin'd, 
Thoſe proſpects beighten which you ſtrove to 
miſs, 
She ſeeks at home ſorepleaſures more refin' d, 
That home ye hate, compriſes all her bliſs. 


She 


be 


She 
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She ſeeks not vainly thro* the lengthen'd 
night, 
Midſt the gay haunts of indolence and pride, 
Reſplendent ſcenes, that pall whilſt they invite, 


With wand'ring diſſipation for her guide. 


She will not follow ev'ry tranſient glance 
Of vagrant fancy, ever on the wing z 
She cannot mingle in her frolic dance, 
Nor liſt to hear the trifling ſyren ſing. 


She ſees thro! all the labour'd pomp of art, 
The maſk of pleaſure hide the face of woe; 
She ſpurns ſuch joys as ſpring not from the 

heart, 
And pines for bliſs they have not to beſtow. 


Penfive ſhe turns the eye from Folly's train, 
And ſighs to ſee the heedleſs Mortals ſtray 
To ſeek for happineſs, and ſeek in vain, 
Where, if ſhe deign to call, ſhe cannot ſtay. 


The friendly Muſe to you, ye thinking few, 
Shall lend her aid to ſweeten ev'ry hour 
Shall open richer proſpects to your view, 


And guide you homeward to her ſocial bow'r. 


Oh home | thou only ſeat of ev'ry joy 
The heart can reliſh, or the judgement taſte, 
Eſtrang'd from thee the ſoul finds no employ, 
Nor feels the preſent nor enjoys the paſt. 


O let 
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O let me ſeek thee with thy calm delights, 
Thy look of welcome, and thy friendly kiſs, Is fi 
Thy chearful mornings, and thy peaceful nights, And h 
With all a huſband's, all a parent's bliſs. - - 


How ſweet to pour my ſorrows to a heart 


That feels, yet ſtrives to check, the riſing ſigh! The 
How ſweet my brighter proſpects to impart, That t 
And kiſs the tear of tranſport from her eye Witho 
| Feels t 

How ſweet the taſk, to trace with glad ſur. 
prize . | Is be 
The young ideas ſhooting unconfin'd, Unitin 
With foſt'ring hand to cheriſh as they riſe, To gr: 
The ſeeds of virtue in the infant mind! And p 
To bend the pliant ſoul to wiſdom's lore, Tho 
Firm honour's ſteady precepts to infuſe, 
The fav'rite bent of genius to explore, Whoſ: 
And guide luxuriant Fancy to its uſe, "MK 
y I 
And p 
The ſullen apathy and cloiſter'd pride, bt 


That deem theſe heart-felt joys beneath their 
care, 

The candid Muſe will pity, not deride, 

And wiſh their vot'ries bliſs they will not ſhare. 


Let me with rapture view thoſe pleaſing cares, 
Which fright the boaſting Sons of Liberty ; 


The heart that no domeſtic fondneſs ſhares, 
Forgoes its deareſt bleſſings to be free. 
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Is freedom then but leave to wander wide, 
And hardly ſnatch at pleaſures e' er they're paſt, 
To ſeek for ever for ſome path untry'd, 

And find it cold and chearleſs at the laſt? 


gh! The ſolitary bark, of winds the ſport, 
5 That through the vaſt Atlantic winds her way, 
Without a haven or a deſtin'd port, 

Feels this ſad Liberty as well as they. 


ſur- 
Is bondage then to wear thoſe ſilken bands, 
Uniting hearts that cannot wiſh to rove, 
To grant that care the infant ſmile demands, 
And pays with ſweet returns of filial love ? 


Thoſe ring-doves then on yonder waving 
tree, 

Whoſe loving murmurs eccho thro' the wood, 

May mourn their mutual loſs of liberty, 

And pine in bondage whilſt they tend their 
brood, 


How painful for a ſympathizing mind 

0 ſtray thro? life unſeeking and unſought, 
Une cheerleſs barren wilderneſs to find, 
\ithout an object worth a ſecond thought! 


Wilt thou, Amanda, come, and deign to 
fill 


is painful void that ſickens o'er my ſoul, 
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Wilt thou accept a heart eſtrahg'd from ill, 
And fix that love it knows not to controul? 


Wilt thou (for well thy heart knows how) 
ſupply 
The tender cares of Mother and of Wife, 
And tutor'd by divine philanthropy, 
Fill the ſweet duties of domeſtic life? 

Oft ſhalt thou turn to lend a patient ear, 
When ſuff ring merit makes its ſorrows known; 
Oft ſhall thy hand wipe off the orphan's tear, 
And, lending others bliſs, ſecyre thy own. 


So ſhall Contentment bleſs our humble ſeat, 
And ev'ry gliding year new comforts raiſe ; 
So' ſhall calm conſcience make our flumbers 
ſweet, 
Whilſt, tho” obſcure, not uſeleſs paſs our days. 


Ah! hapleſs they of theſe mild joys de- 
| barrd, 
For them time ling'ring flies with heavy wings, 
To ſad experience ſpeaks, and truſt the Bard, 
Whoſe heart but feels too ſtrongly what he 
fings. 


kara 
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KATHARINE OGIE. 


8 walking forth to view the plain, 
Upon a morning early. 
While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flowers which grow ſo rarely, 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty maid : 
She ſhin'd tho? it was fogie; 
I aſk'd her name: Sweet Sir, the ſaid, 
My name is Kath'rine Ogie. 


I ſtood 2 while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph ſo ſtately; 

So briſk an air there did appear 
In this dear maid ſo neatly : 

Such nat'ral ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like lilies in a bogie ; 

Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this ſame Kath'rine Ogie. 


Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee; 

Tho? thou art dreſs'd in robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 

Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 
Excels a clowniſh rogie; 

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming Kath'rine Ogie. 


M 2 0 
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O were I but ſome ſhepherd ſwain 

- To feed my flock beſide thee, 

At boughting-time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 

Fd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 
'Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 

Had I but Kath'rine Ogie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th' imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmen's dangrous ſtations : 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
Id ſmile at conqu ring nations; 
Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 
This laſs, of whom P'm vogie 
For theſe are toys, and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Kath'rine Ogie. 


J fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 

Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature, 

Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and fogie : 

. Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 

I die for Kath'rine Ogie. 
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Blathrie o't. 


HEN I think on this warld's pelf, 
And the little wee ſhare I have o't my⸗ 
ſelf, 
And how the laſs that wants it, is by the lads 
forgot, 
May the ſhame fa' the gear, and the blathrie 
ot. 


Jockie was the ladie that held the plough, 
But now he's got gowd and gear enough; 
But thinks nae mare o' me that weirs the plaiden 
coat; 


May the ſhame, Cc. 


Jenny was the laſſie that mucked the byre, 
But now ſhe is clad in her filken attire, 
And Fockie ſays he loes her, and ſwears he's me 
forgot; 
May the ſhame, Ec. 


But all this ſhall never danton me, 
vac lang as I keep my fancy free: 
For the lad that's ſae inconſtant, he is not worth 
a groat; 


oy the ſhame fa? the gear, and the blathrie ot, 
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BIRKS or INVERMAY. _ 

| 1 

HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, — 

Invite the tuneful birds to ſing; | A ah 

And while they warble from each ſpray, ve 

Love melts the univerſal lay, "A , 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, K 
Like them, improve the hour that flies; 

And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, +4 


Among the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's wintet, will appear; 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ftrip the verdant ſhade ; 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 


Adieu the birks of Invermy. 

Behold the hills and vales around, Now 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; 81 
The wanton kids, and friſking lambs, Wh 
Cambol and dance about their dams; 1 


The 


ing, 


The 
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The buſy bees with humming noife, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice: 

Let us, like them; then ſing and play, 
About the birks of Invermay. 


Hark, how the waters, as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams ; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance: 
Let us as jovial be as they, 
Among the birks of Invermay, 


$5+$4+05-+:+:+9+034340+ 
Beſfſy Bell and Mary Gray. 


0 Beſ Bell and Mary Gray, 
\J They are twa bonny laſſes, 


They bigg d a bower on yon burn brae, 
And theek'd it o'er with raſhes. 
Fair Beſy Bell J loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er cou'd alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. 
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Now Beſſeys hair's like a lint-tap z 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frac Thetis lap, 


The hills with gays adorning: 
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White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet's fu' genty; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 

Her lips, O vow! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up, and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances ; 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs fac gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Be Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between you twa, 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes : 
Woe's me, for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtinted ; 
Then PI! draw cuts, and tak my fate, 
And be with ane contented, 
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HE laſs of Peatys mill, 
So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay, 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


bs Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 


Breaſts riſing in their dawn 
To age it wou'd give youth, 

To preſs em with his hand. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 

An ecſtaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 

Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. | 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her looks they-were ſo-mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
$ She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride. 
Vol. III. 
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O had I all that wealth 
s high mountains fill, 
Inſur d long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
Fd pramiſe and fulfil, 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame with me. 


Fee him, Father, fee him. 


= AW ye FJobnie cumminy quo the x 
Saw ye Jobnie cumming 


O ſaw ye Johnie cummin, quo ſhe; 
Saw ye Fohnie commin, 


Wy his blue bonnet on his hea 
And his doggie runnin, quo 
And his doggie runnin ? 


Fee him, father, fee him, quo ſhe ;. 
Fee him, father, fee him: | 

For he is a gallant lad, 
And a' well-doin ; 

And a' the wark about the houſe 
Gaes wi' me when I ſee him, quo ſhe; 
Wy me, when I ſe him. 


What 
8 | 


bat 


What will I do wi” him, huſſy, 
What will I do wi him 

He's ne'er a fark upon his back, 
And I hae nane to gie him. 

I ha'e twa ſarks into my kiſt, 
And ane o them Pll gre him 

And for a mark of mair fee 
Dinna ſtand wi' him, quo? ſhe; 
Dinna ſtand wi' him. 


For well do I lo'e him, quo ſhe; 
Well do I lo'e him, 

O fee him, father, fee him, quo ſhe; ' 
Fee him, father, fee him; 

He'll had the pleugh, thraſh in the barn, 
And lie wr me at e en, quo ſhe'; 
Lie wi! me at een. 


Lor down in the fine. 


Y daddy is a canker'd carle, 
He'll nae twin wi' his gear 
My minny ſhe's a ſcalding wife, 
Hads a' the houſe aſteer 
But let them ſay, or let them do, 
It's a' ans to me; 
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For he's lotu down, he's in the . 
T hat's waiting on me; 

Waiting on me, my. love, 
He's waiting on me, 

For he's low down, he's in the broom - 
That s waiting on me. 


My aunty Kate ſits at her wheel, 
And fair ſhe lightlies me; 

But weel ken I tis a' envy: 

For ne er a jo has ſhe, 

But let them ſay, &c. 


* couſin Kate was fair beguil'd 


Wi Jabnie in the glen; 
And aye ſince-ſyne, ſnę cries, Beware 
Of falſe deluding men. : 
But let her ſay, &C. Bene 
G 
Glee'd Sandy he came waſt ae night, We 
And ſpeer'd when I ſaw Pate, T 
And aye lince-ſyne the neighbours a I pit 
They jeer me air and late. E 
But let them ſay, or let them do, 1 In r 
It's a ane to me: V 
For Til gae to the bonny lad 
| That's waiting on me; . Sho 
Waiting on me, my love, V 
He's waiting on me ; IE Or « 
For he's low down, he's in the bro : V 


— s Waiting on me. 
| THE 
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Laſt Time I came o'er the Moor. i488 
HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, * | fl 
I left my love behind me; | 1 


Ye Pow'rs | what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me! 


Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd {opl 
The beaming day enſuing, VE 

I met betimes my lovely maid, l 
In fit retreats for wooing. 15 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 
Ev'n kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 
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Should I be call'd where canons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 

Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround ms 
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Yet hope again to ſee my love, 

Io feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 

Shall make my cares at diftance move, * * 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
- To tet a rival enter: 
Since ſne excels in every grace, 


In her my love ſhall center: A 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceafe to flow, 

Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, Your 

On Greenland ice ſhalt roſes grow, | Ne 

Before I ceaſe to love her. Whe 

| Ar 

The next time I ga Oer the moor, | litt] 

She ſhall a lover find me; W 
And that my faith is firm and pure, 

'Tho' I left her behind me: Tour 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain As 

My heart to her fair boſom, Age 

There while my being does remain, TI 

My love more freſls ſhall bloſſom. hut: 

: | Te 

So lo 

A 
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Ah! CHLORIS. 


: To the Tune. of Gilder Ro... 


H! Cloris, cou'd I now but fit 
As unconcern'd, as when 
Your infant beauty cou'd beget LEO 
No happinefs nor pain. N 
When I this dawning did admire, . 
And prais'd the coming day, | 
| little thought that riſing fire = 5 
Would take my reſt away. 


Your charms in charmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine, | 

Age from no face takes more away; 
Than youth conceal'd in thine: 

But as your charms inſenſible Ar | 

To their perfe&ion'preſs'd ; 

90 love as unperceiv'd did ff, Mö | 
And center'd in my breaſt. 


My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 2 
Still as his mother favour'd you, | 1 
Threw a new flaming dart. | 


L- 
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Each gloried in their wanton Part; ; 
To make a lover, he | 

Employ'd the utmoſt of his art. 
To make a beauty, ſhe. 


NN N MMC NCM NN. 
HOOLY — . FAIRL 3 


H! what had I ado for to marry; 
My wite ſhe drinks nothing but * and 
canary: 
I to her friends complained right early: 
O gin my wife wad drink hocly and fairly, 
Hooly and fairly, hooly and fairly ; 
O gin * wife wad drink hooly and fairly. 


Firſt ſhe drank Crummie, and * ſhe drank 
Garie ; 
Now ſhe has drunken my bonny grey marie, 
That carried me thro the dub and the lairie : 
O gain my wife, &c. 


If ſhe'd drink but her ain things I wad na much 


care, 
She drinks my claiths I canna well ſpare ; 
To the kirk and market I gang fu' barely: 
O gin my wife, &c. 


V 
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If there's ony filler, ſhe maun keep the purſe ; 
An I ſeek but a baubee ſhe'll ſcold and ſhe'll 
Lure 
She gangs like a queen, I forimped nl 8 
O gin my wife, &c. 


Inever was given to wrangling nor ſtrife 
Nor e'er did refuſe her the comforts of life _ 
Fer it come to a war I'm ay for A parley: 

O gin my wifes &c. 


A pint wi! her cummers 1 wad her allow; 
But when ſhe lits down ſhe fills herſelf fow; 
And when ſhe is fow ſhe's unco camſterie; "A 
O gain my wife, cc. 
And when ſhe comes hame {he laes on the 


lads; 
She caes the lafſes baith limmers and jades; ; 


And I, my ain fell, an auld cities; carlie; bk | 
O gin my wife wad drink hoaly and fair 9 17 
Hooly 9 fairly, Hooly and ' fairly 3\ be, 


0 vin my wife Om 1 e 
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* role, and Ine me in. 


Now 
„ F night Fer Gent ſable wore, F Tr 
And gloomy were the ſkies; | No g 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear d no more, ; 80 
Than thoſe in Nelly's eyes: For | 
When'to her father's door I came, Th 
Where I had' often been, te But \ 
I begg'd'my fair, my er ao He 
To riſe and let me in. 5 
But ſhe, with 20cents all divine, ** 
Did my fqnd ſuit repro ve; ö 
And while : the hid my raſh aig ig, 
| She. but inflam'd. my love. | 
Hef beauty oft had 'pleas'd before, 2 97 N 
While ber blitz t. eyes did —_— 1 
But virtue only fad the power * 3 
To charm my very ſoul. HE. 
Then who wou'd cruelly deceive, Olsy 
Or from ſuch beauty part ! And 
I lov'd her ſo, I could not leave For a 
The charmer of my;keart, 7) WR) Hc 
An 17 
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and 8 O N G8. 1 15 

My eager fondneſs I obey'd, 13 1 
Reſolv'd ſhe ſhould be mine, | ; 
Till Hymen to my arms convey'd 1 7 


My treaſure ſo divine. 
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Now happy in my Nelly's love, 
Tranſporting is my joy; 21. 
No greater bleſſing can I prove; 1 471 
So bleſs d a man am J. * 0 
For beauty may a while retain, 
The conquer d flutt' ring heart, 
But Virtue only is the chain 
Holds never to depart. 
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CCC 
An thou were my ain Thing. 


N thou wert my ain thing, 
1 0ο%%˖,d love thee, I wou'd love thee; 
An thou wert my ain thing, 
How dearly wou'd I love thee ! 


OI wou'd claſp thee in my arms, 

And I'd ſecure thee from all harms; 

For above mortal thou haſt charms : 
How dearly do I love thee ! 

An thou wert, &c. 


O 2 Of 
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Of race divine thou needs muſt be; 

Since nothing earthly equals thee : 

For Heaven's ſake then pity me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 

An thou wert, &c. 


The Gods one thing peculiar have, 

To ruin none whom they can fave ; 

O for their ſake ſupport a Slave, 
Who ever on ſhall love thee. 

An thou wert, &C. 


To merit I no claim can make, 

But that I love, and for your ſake 

What man can name Il undertake; 
30 dearly do I love thee. 


An thou wert, &c. by 
RS Af. 

My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 1 
Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, Ge 
Till Fate my thread of life have ſpun; 3 
Which, breathing out, I'Il love thee. 810 
An thou wert, my ain thing < 


T wor?d love thee, I word love thee ; 
An thou wert my ain thing, 
How dearly, ö. 1 bus thee ! 
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Take your auld Cloak about ye. 


N winter when the rain rain d cauld, 

And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 

And Boreas, with his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a“ our ky to kill; 

Then Bell my wife, wha loves nae ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 

Get up, good man, ſave Cromie's life, 
And take your auld cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 

And ſhe is come of a good kyne 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns' mou, 

And I am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne; 
Get up, good man, it is fou time, 

The ſun fhines in the lift ſae hie; 

Sloth never made a gracious end, 

Go take your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear ; 

But now its ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't this thrity year; 


Fa * 


4-4 Let's 
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Let's ſpend the geer that we have won, 

We little ken the day we'll die; 
Then I'll be proud, ſince J have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our King Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but haff a crown; 
He ſaid they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and loun. 
He was the King that wore a crown, 
And thou a man of laigh degree, 
Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae take thy auld cloak about ye. 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool, 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 


Whan ilka wife her man would rule; 


Do ye not ſee Reb, Fock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantlie, 

While I fit hurkling in the aſce ? 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Good man, I wat 'tis thirty years 
Since we did ane anither ken 3 

And we have had between us twa 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten: 


Now they are women grown and men, 


I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 
Een take your auld clock about ye. 


Bell my 

But ſ 
\nd to 

| aft 1 
Nought 
Unle 
hen II 
And 
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Zell my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife; 

But ſhe wad guide me if ſhe can, 
and to maintain an eaſy life, 

[ aft maun yield, tho Im gudeman: 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea; 
hen 111 leave off where I began, 

And take my: auld cloak about me. 


De BO AT-MA N. 


— . 


E gales that gently waye the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boat- man, 

ear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot-man : 

n haly bands we join'd our hands, 

Yet may not this diſcover, 

hile parents rate a large « Eſtate 

Before a faithfu lover. 
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But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 

To herd the kid and goat-man, 5 
re I coud for fic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot-man. 

ae worth the man wha firſt began 
The baſe ungen rous faſhion, 

rae greedy views Love's art to uſe, 
While ſtragers to it's paſſion. 


3 & 


Bell 
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Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie, 

Wha pants to preſs thy mouth, 

And in her boſom hawſe thee. 


Love gies the word, than haſte on board, 


Fair winds and tainty boat-man 
Waft or, watt oer frac yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot-man. 


Nanfy's to the Green- Nuod pane. 


NA NST to the een 


: To Hear the Gowdſpink chatt ring, 
And Ville be has followd her, 
To gain her love by flatt ring; 

But a that he could ſay er do, 
She geck'd and Sone at him; 


And ay when he began to woe, 


She bid him mind wha gat him. 


What ails ye at my "ad. quoth he, 
My minny, or he, aunty - 

With crowdy-mowdy they fed me, 
Lang-kail, and ranty-tanty ; | 

With bonnocks of hav barley meal, 1 
Of thae there was right plenty, 

With chapped ſtoeks fou butter d well; 5 
And was not that right dainty ? 

1 1 


Altho' 


Itho 
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Altho' my father was nae laird, 
'Tis daffin to be vaunty, 

He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 
A ha-houſe and a pantry : 

A good blue bonnet on his head, 
An owrlay *bout his cragy, 

And ay until the day he die'd 
He rade on good ſhanks nagy. 


Now was and wanier'on your a | 


Wad ye hae bonny Nancy ? 
Wad ye compare ye'rſell to me, 
A docken till a tanſie? 
I have a woo'r of my ain, 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 


And well-I wat his bonny mou* 
Is ſweet like ſugar-candy. 


Vow, Nanſy, what needs à this din? 
Dol not ken this Sandy ? 
I'm ſure the chief of a ' his kin 
Was Rab the beggar randy: 
His minny Meg upo' her back 
Bore haith him and his billy; 
Will ye compare a neſty pack 
To me you winſome Willy ? 


My gutcher left a good braid ſword, 


Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 
Let ye may tak it on my word, 

It is baith ſtout and trulty 3 

Vor. III. P 
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And if I can but get it drawn, te v 
Which will be right uneaſy, The 
I ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, The bl 
That he ſhall get a heezy. Wit 
4 come, 
Then Nany turn'd her round about, Let 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, Weil 
Ye wadna miſs to get a clout; An 
I ken he deſna fear ye: 
Sac had ye'r tongue, and ſay nac mair, 
Set ſomewhere-elſs your fancy; 
For as lang's Sandy s to the fore 6 


Ye never ſhall get Nan. 


. 


TWEED SIDE. 


HAT beauties does Flora diſcloſe ? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon T weed? 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Not daiſy, nor ſweet-bluſhing roſe, 

Not all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 


duch beauty and pleaſure do yield. 


* 


veed? 


The 
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The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet coging dove, 
With muſic enchant every buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let's ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd choir ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day ? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ? 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind Nature indulging my bliſs, 

To eaſe the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 

No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 

She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 
day, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 

Oh! tell me at noon where they feed; 
ls it on the ſweet winding Tay, 

Or pleaſanter banks of the Trveed ? 


P 2 Tweed 
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TWEED 81D E. 


(By a Lady.) 


HEN Maggy firſt pearc'd me wi' love, 
I carry'd my noddle fu' hee, 
Nae goudſpink in a the gay glade 
Or mavis ſo happy as me. 


a 


I pip'd, and I danc'd, and I ſang; 
I woo'd, but I came nae good ſpeed 
Therefore into England I'll gan | 
And lay my banes over the Tweed. 


To Maggy my love I did tell, 
Sa't tears did my paſſion expreſs ; 
Woes me, for I lo'd her o'er well, 
And woman loves nae fic man leſs. 


WW 
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For Laik of Gold ſhe left me. 


OR the laik of gold ſhe left me, 
And of all that's dear bereft me; 
She me forſook for a great Duke, 
And to endleſs care has left me, oh 
A ſtar and garter has more art 
Than youth, a true and faithful heart; 
For empty titles we mult part; 
And for glitt'ring ſhow ſhe left me, oh ! 


ove, 


No cruel fair ſhall ever move 

My injur'd heart again to love; 

Thro' diſtant climates I muſt rove, 
Since Jeanie ſhe has let me, oh! 

Ye Pow'rs above I to your care 

Commit my lovely, charming fair; 

Your choiceſt bleſſings on her ſhare, 
Tho! ſhe's for ever left me, oh 
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+$p44p++++ 44444444444 
The Buſh aboon Traquair. 


H AR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, 
TIl tell how Peggy grieves me: 
Tho' thus I languiſh and complain, 
Alas ! ſhe ne'er believes me. 
My vows and fighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheeded never move her ; 
The bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
Was where I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder ; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try d to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender: 
If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain; 
The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
It's ſweets III ay remember; 
But now her frowns make it decay; 
It fades as in December. 
Ye 
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Ye rural Pow'rs, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender; 


Fl leave the buſh aboon Traguair; 
To lonely wilds PII wander. 
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Nan — — 
His mind is never muddy; 2 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 

His face is fair and ruddy. 
His ſhape is handſome middle ſize ; 

He's ſtately in his wa'king : 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 

Tis heav'n to hear him ta king. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony ; 

That gars me like to ſing finſyne, 
O corn riggs are bonny.” 


228 ORIGINAL rorus 


Let maidens of a ſilly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting; 
Since we for yielding are deſign d, 
We chaſteJy ſhould be granting. 
Then Tl comply, and marry Pate, 
And ſyne my cokernony, 
He's free to touzle air or late, 


Where corn riggs are bonny. 


The Broom a of the Cowdenknows. 


OW blyth was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good-will. 
O, the broom, the bonny bonny broom ; 
'The broom of the Cowdenknows ; 
I wiſh I were with my dear fwain, 
With bis pipe and my cues. 


I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks round me lay : 

He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And cheer'd me all the day. 

O, the br oom, &c. 


\ 


He 
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He tun d his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt ning bj; 
The fleecy ſheep ſtood ſtill and gaz d, 

Charm'd with his melody. 
0, the broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play ; 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho e'er ſo rich and gay. 

0, the broom, &Cc. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cov'd I but faithful be ? 

He ſtole my heart, cou'd I refuſe 
What'er he aſked of me? 

0, the broom, &c. 


Hard fate that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe 1 lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 

0, the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
Where laft was my repoſe : - 

I wiſh . 1] vere with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my cwes. 
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A MM Y'N T A Pl, 


To the Tune of M Y Apron Dearie. 


Y ſheep I've forſaken, and left my ſheep. 


hook, Th 

And all the gay haunts of my youth I forſook; 
No more for Amyntq-freſh garlands I wove, E 
For ambition, I ſaid, wou'd ſoon cure me of N 
love. Drift 
O what had my youth with ambition to do ? Thus 


N by left I Amynta ? why broke I my vet? Mark, 
O give me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hoak reſtore, Fondl 
PII wander from love and Amynta xo more. See h. 


Happ 

Through regions remote; in vain do I rove, 
And bid the wide ocean ſecure me from love; See 
O fool, to imagine that ought can ſubdue All th 
A love ſo well founded, a paſhon ſo true Sweet 
O what had my youth.4vith ambition to do ? 0 the! 
Why left I Amynta? why broke Imy u? Wl Oe 


O give me my ſheep, and my ſheep-heok reſtore, They 
7 wander from love and Amynta no more, ey 


Alas tis too late at thy fate to repine | 
Poor ſhepherd ! Amynta no more can be thine 
SITION. 111 . ay 
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Thy tears are all fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are vain; 
The moments neglected return not again. 
O what had my youth with ambition to do ? 
Why left I Amynta ? why broke I my wow ? 


O give my ſberp, and my fheep-hook reſtore, 
Pl wander from love and Amynta ne more. 


(CH A A EA CA = Hm Ae NH EN NN H 


There's my Thumb PII ner beguile Thee. 


B ETTY early gone a-maying, 
Met her lover Willie ſtraying; 
Drift or chance, no matter whether, 
Thus we know he reaſon'd with her: 
Mark, dear maid, the turtles cooing, 
Fondly billing, kindly wooing; 

See how ev'ry buſh diſcovers, 
Happy pairs of feather'd lovers. 


See the op'ning bluſhing roſes, 
All their ſecret charms diſcloſes | 
Sweet's the time, ah ! ſhort's the meaſure | 
O their fleeting haſty pleaſure ! 
Quickly we muſt ſnatch the favour 
Of their ſoft and fragrant flavour ; 
They bloom to-day, they fade to-morrow, 
Droop their heads, and die in ſorrow. 
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Time, my Beſs, will leave no traces 
Of thoſe: beauties, of thoſe graces 
Youth: and love forbid our ſtaying 
Love and youth abhor delaying ; 
Deareſt maid, nay, do not fly me ; 

Let your pride no more deny me; 
Never doubt your faithful Willie, 
There's my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 


The yellow-hair'd Laddie. 


N April, when primroſes paint the fweet 
plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens, where the hawthorn 


trees grow. 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he fung his loves ev'ning and 
| morn: : 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting a ſound, 
That ſilvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho' young Mary be 
fair, 
Her beauty is daſb'd with a ſcorafu” proud air, 


But 
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But Sgſe was handſome, and ſweetly conld ings 
Her breath like the breezes perfum d in the 
ſpring. 


That Madie, in all the gay 8 of her 
youth, 
Like the nioon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke 
truth; 
But Swufie was faithful, good-humour'd, and free, 
And fair as the goodeſs who prung from the 
ſea. 


That mama's fine auger, with all her great 
dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy and frequently ſour : 
Then ſighing, he Added, would parents agree, 


The witty ſweet Sufie his miſtreſs might be. 


Hey Jenny, come down to Joek. 


OCKY he came here to woo, 
On ae feaſt-day when we were fou; 
And Fenny pat on her beſt array, 
When ſhe heard that Focky was come that 
way. 


Jenny 
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Jenny ſhe gaid up the ſtair, 
Sae privily to change her ſmock z 
And aye ſae loud as her mither did rair, 
Hey, Jenny, came down to Fock. 


Fenny ſhe came down the ſtair, 
And ſhe came bakein and bingein ben. 
Her ſtays they were lac'd, and her waiſt it was 
jimp, 2 
And a braw well-made manti-gown. 


Focky's ta en her by the hand, 
Says, Bonny laſs, will ye fancy me; 

My father is dead, and has left me ſome land, 
WY braw houſes, twa or three 


And I will gr them a' to you. 

A hath, quoth Fenny, I fear ye mock. 
Then foul fa“ me gin it be na true, 
If yell be my Jenny, I'll be your Feck. 


Jenny ſhe's gane up th' gate, 
And a' her coats as white as her ſmock ; 
And ae ſo loud as her mither did cry, 


Wow, firs, has na Jenny got Jock? 
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Down the Burn Davie. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were 
green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her ee 
Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move, 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 
And I fhall follow thee. 
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Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on yon burn:-ſide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 

Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid! 
His cheek to her's he oft did "ay 
And with her boſom play'd ; 


136, ORIGINAL POEMS, 


Till baith at length impatient grown . 
Jo be mair fully bleſt, * 
Io yonder vale they Jean'd them down: S ry 
Love only ſaw the reſt. 7 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 


And naithing ſure unmeet : Adon 
For, ganging hame, I heard them fay, _ * 
They lik'd a wa'k ſae ſweet : ö 2— 
And ro they aften ſhould return, 
Sic pleaſure to renew. ml 
Quoth Mary, Love, T like the burn , — 
And ay ſhall follow you. . 
Pl agg leave thee... 
CF day I heurd Mfory fay, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me ? 
Alaſs ! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhould leave me 
Ill live and die for chy ſake, 


Yet never leave thee, 


Say, lovely Adonis, may, 
Has Mary deceivid thee? © 
Did e er her young;heart betrag 


New love to grieve | thee ? 
| IL: & * My 
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My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
Thou may believe me; 


PII love thee, lad, night and day. 
And never leave thee. 


Adonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee 

Can Mary thy anguiſh ſoothe ? 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee : 

My paſhon can ne er decay, 
Never deceive thee : 

Delight ſhall drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee. 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 


How ſhall I leave thee ? 
O! that thought makes me fad ; 


Pl never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 
Why does he grieve me ? 
Alas! my poor heart will die, 

If I ſhould leave thee. 


Vol. III. R 
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Peggy 
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Peggy I muſt love thee. 


S from a rock, paſt all relief, 
The ſhipwrackt Calin ſpying 
His native ſoil, o ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying 3 
With the next morning ſun. he ſpies 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurprife ; 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov d, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deferted ; 

Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted: 

Thus droop'd I, till diviner grace 


T found in Peggy's mind and face 1 


Ingratitude appear d then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging. 


Then now, ſince happily T've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying; 
Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying ; 
I'll haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe ; 
ſhou'd we happy minutes loſe, 
Since Peggy, I mult love thee ? ' 
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Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty 


$44.0 ſigh, and ſacrifice their eaſe, 


Doating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my caſe for many a year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my fear; 
Falſe Betty's charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outihine them. 
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Woe's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


I T H broken words, and downcaft 
eyes. 

Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender; 

\nd, parting from his Gri/y, cries, 

Ah! woes my heart that we ſhould ſunder! 

o others I am cold as ſnow, 

But kindle with thine eyes like tinder: 

From thee with pam I'm forc'd to go; 

It breaks my heart that we ſhou'd ſunder. 


ain'd to thy charms, I cannot range; 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder ; 
Nor time, nor place, ſhall ever change 

My vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder. 
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The image of thy graceful air, 
And beauties which invite our wonder; 
Thy lively wit, and prudence rare, 
Shall {till be preſent, tho we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kiſs, 
Always to love me, tho* we ſunder. 
Ye gods, take care of my dear laſs, _ 
That as I leave her I may find her: 
When that bleſs'd time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


ee oC d rant, 


To the Tune of Mill, Mill—O. 


O Fanny fair could I impart, 
The cauſe of all my woe !—O 
That beauty which has won my heart, 
She ſcarcely ſeems to know—O: 
Unſkill'd in art of womankind, 
Without deſign ſhe charms—O ; 
How can thoſe ſparkling eyes be blind, 
Which every boſom warms— 0? 


She knows her pow'r is all deceit, 
The conſcious bluſhes ſhow—O, 
Thoſe bluſhes to the eye more ſweet 
Than th' op'ning budding roſe—O, y 
c 
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Yet the delicious fragrant roſe, 

That charms the ſenſe ſo much—O, 
Upon a thorny briar grows, 

And wounds with ev'ry touch—O. 


At firſt when I beheld the fair, 
With raptures I was bleſs'd—O ; 

But as I wou'd approach more near, 
At once I loſt my reſt—O : 

Th enchanting ſight, the ſweet ſurpriſe, 
Prepare me for my doom—DO ; 

One cruel look from thoſe bright eyes 
Will lay me in my tomb.—0. 


GILL Mn 


GA MOR RICE was an earl's ſon, 
His name it waxed wide; 
It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor yet his meikle pride: 
But it was for a lady gay 
That liv'd on Carron fide. 


Where will T get a bonny boy, 

That will win hoſe and ſhoon, 
That will gae to Lord Barnard's ha', 
And bid his lady cum? 
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Ye maun rin this errand W1illz, 


And ye may rin wi pride Yes, 
When other boys gae on their feet, T} 
On horſeback ye fall ride. gen 
In 

Oh no ! Oh no! my maſter dear ! The 
I dare nae for my life H 
I'll nae gae to the bauld:-baron's As 
For to tryſt furth his wife. H 
My dear Willie, he ſaid, Nov 
How can you ſtrive againſt the ſtream? 8 
For I fall be obe c. Vs r 
It 

But, Oh my maſter dear! he cry'd, Anc 
In green wood ye're your lain, E 
GY o'er fic thoughts, I wou'd ye red, Anc 
For fear ye ſhou'd be ta'en. 8 


Haſte, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha', 
Bid her come here wi' ſpeed; 

If ye refuſe my high command, 
Ill gar your body bleed. 


Gae bid her tak this gay mantel, 
"Tis a' goud but the hem; 
Bid her cum to the good green wood, 
And bring nane but her lain; 
And there it is; a ſilken ſark; 
Her ain hand ſew'd the. ſleeve ;- 
And bid her cum to Gill Morice; 
Speer nae bauld baron's leave. 


a T i Yes, 
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Yes, I will gae your black errand, 
Tho! it be to thy coſt; 
Sen ye by me will nae be warn'd, 
In it ye fall find froft. 
The baron he's a man of might, 
He neeer could *bjde a taunt, 
As ye will ſee before it's night; 
How ſma' yell hae to vaunt. 4 


Now, fin I maun your etrand rin, 
Sac fair again my will, 

I's mak a vow, and keep it true, 
It ſal be done for ill. | 

And when he came to broken brigg, 
He bent his bow and firam ; 

And when he came to grafts growing, 
Set down his feet and ran. 1 5 


And when he came to Barnart's ha”, „ | 
Wau'd neither chap nor ca'; ad; 
Bot ſet his bent bow to his breiſt, 
And lightly lap the wa'. 
He wad tell nae man his errand, 
Tho' twa ſtood at the gate; 
Bot ſtraight into the ha' he cam, 
Whair grit folks fat at meat. 


Hail ! hail ! my gentle fire and "Ray { 
My meſſage winna' wait; 

Dame, ye maun to the green wood gang, 
Before that it be late; | 
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_ Ye're bidden tak this gay mantel, 
' *Tis a' goud but the hem; 
You maun gae to the good green wood 
Ev'n by your ſell alane. 


And there it is, a filken fark 
Your ain hand ſew'd the ſleeve; 


Ye maun come ſpeak to Gill Morice; 
_ Speir nae bauld baron's leave. 
The lady ſtamped we her foot, - Gil 
And winked wi' her eye; ] 
But a' that ſhe cou'd ſay or do, | O 
Forbidden he wad me be. 1 
WI 
It's ſurely to my bow r- woman; . 
It ne er cou'd be to me. * Th 
I brought it to Lady Barnard, 
I trow that ye be ſhe. 
Then up and ſpake the wylie nurſe, *' Na 
(The bairn upon her knee), ] 
If it be come frae Gill Morcie, Th 
It's dear welcome to me. ] 
Ye 
Ye leid, ye leid, ye filthy nurſe, 
Sac loud's I hear you lie; Ye 
I brought it to Lady Barnard ; 
I trow ye be na ſhe. 
Then up and ſpake the bauld baron; No 
An angry man was he ; 4 


He's ta'n the table wi his foot, 
In flinders gart a' flee. 


Gac 
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Gae bring a robe of yon cliding, 
That hings upon the pin; 
And I'll gae tothe good green wood, 
And ſpeak with your leman. 
O bide at hame now lord Bernard, 
I warn ye hide at hame;. 
Ne'er wyte a man for violenee, 
That ne er wyte ye wi nane. 
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Gill Morice ſits in good green wood, 
He whiſtPd and he ſang ; 

O what means à theſe folks coming? 
My mother tarries lang. 

When Lord Bernard to green wood came, 
WY meikle dole and care; 

There firſt he faw brave Gill Morice 

Keming his yellow hair. 
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Nae wonder, ſure, On Gill Morice, 

My lady loo'd ye weel, 
* The faireſt part of my body 

Is blacker than thy Heel, 1. © e 

Yet ne 'ertheleſs, now Gill Morice, 
For a' thy great beauty, 

Ye's rue the day ye er was born: 
That head fall gae wi' me. 
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Now he has drawn his ad brands | 


And ſlait it on the ſtrae; 1491 v.15 
And thro' Gill Moriee fair body. 1 
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And 
And has ta'en Gi Morice head. Ar 
And ſet it on a ſpeir; | Bette 
The meaneſt man in a” his train 4 Th 
Has got that head to bear. ach Bit Away 
And he has ta'en Gill Morice up, Gin ] 
| Laid him acroſs his ſteid, | | He 
And brought him to his painted bow'r, 
And laid him on a bed. 
The lady ſat on caſtle wa- 
Beheld both dale-and down, 
And there ſhe ſaw Gill Morice head 
Come trailing to the town. 
Far mare I loo that bloody head, 


Bot' and that yellow hair, 
Than Lord Barnard, and à his lands, 
As they lie here and there. 
And ſhe has ta en her Gill Morice, 
And kiſs d baith mouth and chin, 
I once was fow of Gill Marice, 
As hip was o' the ſtane. 


J got ye in my father's houſe, 
WY meikle fin and ſhame ; 

I brought thee up in good green wood, 
Under the heavy rain. 

Oft have I by thy cradle ſat, 
And fond!y ſeen thee ſleep 3 

But now I'll go about thy grave, 
The ſa't tears for to weep. 
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And ſyne ſhe kiſs'd his bloody —_— 1 
And ſyne his bloody chin. 11 
Better I loo my Gull Morice | 
Than a' my.kith and kin! 
Away, away, ye ill woman | 
An ill deed mit ye die; 
Gin I had ken'd he'd been your ſon, 
He'd neer been ſlain for me. 


1 not, my. Lord 1 
Upbraid me not, for ſname! 
W!' that ſame ſpeir, O pierce 17 heart | 
And put me out.o' pain. | 
Since naithing but Gill Morice * 
Thy jealous rage could quell; 
Let that ſame hand now take her 32+ 1 
That ne'er to thee did ill. | 


To me nae after days nor nights 
Will &er be ſaft or kind; 

TIl fill the air with beavy'fighs, © 
And greet till I am bling. E 

Enough of blood by me's been Pl 3 
Seek not your death free © me * * 

I rather it had been myſell 
Than either him or thee. 


With waefow wae I 3 your plain ; 
Sar, ſair I rew the deed, 
That e'er this. curſed hand of mine 
Did gar his body bleed. 
S 2 Dry 
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Dry up your tears, my winfbme dame, 
Ye ne'er can heal the!/wound; :: 


You ſee his head upon my ſpeir, 
His heart's blood _ vine n 


T curſe the hand that did the deen, 
The heart that thought the ill: 

The feet that bore mie wi fic ſpeed 
The comely youth to kill. 

Pl ay lament, for Gill. Morice, - 
As gin he were. my ain; ON QT i: 

Ill ne'er forget the dreary day, 
On which the youth was fla. 


Nannen * 9. 


Av. H! the poor babe. eden 
qt IT 
To bear the ſcornful fair "We e, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh: © 
Yet * looks and dying ſighs, 
hl ſecret ſoul diſcover, 
MY I A r eyes, 
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The tender glance, the red'ning check, 
Oerſpread with rifing blinſhes, 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak, 
A thouſand various wiſhes, 
For oh! that form ſo.heavenly. fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, | 
That artleſs bluſh and modeſt air, * 
So fatally beguiling. 


Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene er I view thee ©: Jo Je 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, | 
Still will my hopes purſue thee, * wh . 4 
Then when my tedious hours are pally . | 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, d nod: du. 
Low at thy feet to breathe my laſt. 
And die in fight of heaven 
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T. Polwart on the green * AN 
If you'll, meet me: the OP . 
Where laſſes do conveen 1 7 

To dance about the hom, ©." age? 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 5 

Frae her wha likes to vier 
A Lover and a Lad compleat, 
The Lad aud Lover au. 
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Let dorty Dames ſay'na, BR 
As lang as e' er they pleaſe, | Oft in 
Seem caulder than the ſnaw, Wh 
While inwardly they bleeze; | Alterr 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 74 
And yield my heart to thee: _ _ The n 
Be ever to the captive kind. \:i (is 
That langs nae to be free. SOUL DN The 1 
To wl 
At Polwart on the green, 
Among the new mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen 


We'll paſs the heartſome day, 

At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid, 

And thou be twin d of thine, | 

Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 
To tak a part of mine. 30 . 


E Sylvan Powers that rule the plain, 

Where ſweetly winding Fortha glides, 
Conduct me to her banks again, 

Since there my charming Mary bides. 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal dees, 
Where every ſmiling beauty meets; 
Where Marys charms adorn the plain, 
And chear the heart of every ſwain. 


Oft 
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Oft in the thick embow ring groves, 

Where birds their muſic chirp aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 

And Fortha's fair meanders view d. 
The meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 
Love was our banquet all the while; 
The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the ſky. 


Once on the grafly bank reclin'd, 

Where Forth ran by in — deep, 
It was my happy chance to: find 

The charming Mary lull'd aſleep ; 
My heart then leap'd with inward bliſs, 
I ſoftly ſtoop'd and ſtole a kiſs ; 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and gently blam'd, 
Why, Damon! are you not aſham'd ? 


Ye Sylvan Powers, ye Rural Gods, 

To whom we Swains our cares impart, 
Reſtore me to theſe bleſs d abodes, 

And eaſe, oh! eaſe my love-fick heart! 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When Mall and I ſhall part no more, 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bleſs with all her charms, 


Tune, 
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TS | 


8 Iriſh wy Low eee in e 


LEST ee gods is he, 
The youth that fondly fits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee, all the . 
Softly ſpeak no e ſmile. | 


| "Twas this dende fond of volts 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt : 
For while I gaz d in ttanſport toſt, 

My breath was getic, any wide ws loft | | 


My bolom glow d the ſubtle flame 
Ran quick tho' all my vital frame 


O' er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 
In dewy damps my linads: were chills; Z 
My blood with gentle horrors thrill d; 
My feeble. pulſe forgot to play 
1 fainted, funk, and dy4-away ! or eve! 
Th 
arewe] 
, 4 1 Tu 
Bu 
Vol. 
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DUMBARTON . DRUMS. 


" * drums beat bonny—O, 


They mind me of my dear Jonny—O. 
How happy am I 


When my Soldier is by, 

While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O ? 

Tis a Soldier alone can delight me—O, 

For his graceful looks do invite me—O : 

While guarded in his arms, 

I'll fear no wars alarms, 

(either danger nor death ſhall e'er fright me=O 


My Love is a handſome Laddie—O, 
enteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy—O ; 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, . 
Yet I'll buy him ane this year, 
or he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie—O. 
\ Soldier has honour and bravery—O, 
nacquainted with rogues and their knavery-O: 
He m.inds no other thing, 
But the Ladies or the King 
or every other care is but ſlavery—O. 


Then IIl be the Captain's Lady—O, 
arewell all my friends and my Daddy—O: 

I'll wait no more at home, 

But I'll follow with the drum, 


Vol. III. 3 „ 
artons 


— — —— —— — = — — — — —— — — — 
22122 1 7 . * oe I — 
- 4 , v4 + þ o my « * x 4 4 } by 
: ISI. „ 2 E 
2 1 Y % 4 : 5 n — . - gun ow” 
3 wo * E 4 - - id . 1 VS. - * — by _ 
— - — — — 7 — — 2 i. Ow . 4£ 1 <> = —— 1 
1 5 8 — v4 a — 2 — « - %2 4 > - | = 
. 1 - we. 2 P 7 * 8 1 Im — > — - . ow, — — 3 2 
. =» 3 4. 4.5 PIES — : by 4a #0 - a - — 
— 1 f PIN — eo . 44 as 2 R h Py 
* 3 Y.* > 1 ms - 5 . * E — — 2 5 


n 
—— 
2 


dy A 4 _—_ « 
* E - 1 


MN 


! ag? 
2 y 
11 
49 Iy* 
N 4 
y ; * 
4 
; 2 © 
— 97 
' 3 a 
© 4 TE 
1 * 
12 0 + 
„ [1 y t >. } 
1 U 
7 „ ot 
„ * 
93 
& 
Py 4 
. 


158 ORIGINAL POEMS, 
And whene'er that beats, Ill be ready—O. 


Dumbarton's drums ſound bonny -O; All da 
They are ſprightly like my dear Jonny—O. When 
How happy ſhall I be, And 1 
When on my Soldier's knee, At nil 
And he kiſſes and bleſſes his Annie—O ? PII ſer 
| And | 

. -b r . K- f. E.. .. K . K. H. Til 
| | Our 


ETRICK BANK Ss. 


N Etrict banks ae Summer's night, 

At gloaming when the Sheep came han, 
I met my laſſie bra and tight, 

While wand'ring throw the miſt her lane; 
My heart grew light, I ran, and flang 

My arms about her bonny neck! 

I kiſs d and clap'd her there fu' lang, 

My words they were na' mony feck. 


I ſaid, my Laſſie, will you go 

To Highland hills, the Erſe to learn ? 
And ye ſhall ha'e baith cow and yew, - 
When you come to the Brigg of Earn. 
At Leith there's meal comes in, (ne'er faſh) 
And herring at the Broomy Law; 

Chear up your heart, my bonny Laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


#44 
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All day, when we ha'e toil'd enough, 
When winter's froſt and ſnaw begin, 
And when the ſun gaes weſt the Loch, 
At night when you fa' faſt to ſpin, 

I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring, 
And thus the dreary night we'll end, 
Till tender kids and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


LAS AEEALALAAIALSSSS 


Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning, 
T) Y a murmuring ſtream a fair Shepherdeſs 


lay, 
Be ſo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oft heard her 
ſay, $i 
Tell Strephon J die, if he paſſes this way, 
And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 
Falſe ſhepherds that tell me of beauty and 
charms, 
Deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never 
warms 3 
Yet bring me this Strepbon, I'll die in his arms; 
Oh Szrephon ! the cauſe of my mourning. . 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
Down to the ſhades below, 
Ere ye let Strephon know 
That I haye loy'd him ſo ; 


"Pq Then 
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Then on my Pale check no bluſhes will ſhow 
That love is the cauſe of my mourning 
Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed wr on — came 
by; 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew 
nigh ; 
But finding her breathleſs, Oh Heay'n's ! did he 
cry, | 
Ah Chloris ! the cauſe of my mourning. 
Reſtore me, my Chloris, ye Nymphs, uſe your 
art, 
They ſighing, reply'd, twas yourſelf ſhot the 
dart, 
That wounded the tender young Shepherdeſs 
heart, 
And kill'd thee poor Chloris with mourning. 
Ah then, is Chlor:is dead, 
Wounded by mel he ſaid ; 
Il follow thee, chaſte maid, 
Down to the filent ſhade. 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his 
head, 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 


W 


Here 


Tere 
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CCC EEE 


Here awa, there awa. 


ER E awa, there awa, here awa Willie; 
Here awa, there awa, here awa hame; 
Lang have I ſought thee, dear have I bought 
thee, 
Now I have gotten my Wie again. 


Through the lang muir I have follow'd my 
Willie, 


| Through the lang muir I have followed him 


hame, 
Whate'er betide us, nought ſhall devide us; 
Love now rewards all my ſorrow and pain. 


Here awa, there awa, here awa If i//ie ; 

Here awa, there awa, here awa hame; 

Come Love, believe me, naitaing can grieve 
me, 

Ika thing pleaſes while Wl/ie's at hame, 
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Sae Merry as we ha'e been. 


A Laſs that was laden'd with care 
Sat heavily under yon thorn, 
J liſten'd a while for to hear, 
When thus ſhe began for to mourn :] 
Whene'er my dear Shepherd was there, 
The birds did melodiouſly ſing, 
And cauld nipping winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the Spring. 
Sae merry as we twa ha'e been; 
Sae merry as wwe twa ha'e been ; 
My heart it is like for to break, 
When I think on the doys we hae ſeen. 


Our flocks feeding cloſe by his fide, 


He gently preſſing my hand, 
I view'd the wide world in its pride, 0 
And laugh'd at the pomp of command! 
My dear, he wou'd aft to me ſay, | Bu 
What makes you hard-hearted to me ; 
Oh ! why do you thus turn away, 
From him who is dying for thee ? II 
See merry, &. By 


But 
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But now he is far from my ſight, 
Perhaps a deceiver may prove, 

Which makes me lament day and night, 
That ever I granted my love. 

At eve, when the reſt of the folk 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 

I ſet myſelf under an oak, 
And heavily ſighed for him. 

Sae merry as we twa ha'e been ; 

Sae merry as we tua ha'e been ; 

My heart it is like for to break 

When I think on the days we ha'e ſeen. 


Waly, Waly. 


Waly, waly, up yon bank, 
And waly, waly, down yon brae, 
And waly by yon river fide, 
Where I and my love wont to gaez 
O waly, waly, love is bonny, 
A little while when it is new; 
But when it's auld, it waxes cauld, 
And wears awa, like morning dew. 


I leant my back unto an aik, 

I thought it was a truſty tree! 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſine it brak, 
And ſae did my fauſe love to me. 


When 
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When cockle-ſhells turn filler bells, 
And muſſels grow on ev'ry tree 

When froſt and ſnaw ſhall warm us a', 
Then ſhall my love prove true to me. 


Now Arthur's Seat ſhall be my bed, 
The ſheets ſhall ne'er be fyl'd by me; 
St. Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 
Since my true love's forſaken me. 
O Mart'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves aff the tree ? 
O gentle Death, when wilt thou come, 
And tak a life that wearies me ? 


Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemency ; 
"Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry, 
But my Love's heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by Glaſgow town, 
We were a comely fight to ſee ; 
My Love was clad in velvet black, 
And I myſel in cramaſie. 


But had I wiſt before I kiſs'd 
That love had been ſae ill to win; 
Pd lockt my heart in caſe of gold, 
And pin'd it with a ſilver pin, 
Oh, oh ! if my young babe were born, 
And ſet upon my nurſe's knee; 
And I myſel were dead and gane; 
For maid again I'll never be! 
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My Deary, if thou die. 


ww 


OV E never more ſhall give me pain, 


My fancy's fix d on thee ; 
Nor ever Maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. 
Thy beauty doth ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's ſo true to me, 
Without thee I can never live, 
My Deary, if thou die. 


{ Fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 

How ſhall I lonely ſtray! 

In dreary dreams the night I'Il waſte, 
In ſighs the filent day. | 

ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 

Nor ſuch perfeCtion ſee : 

Then I'Il renounce all womankind, 

My Peggy, after thee. 


0 new-blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage; 

put thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muft all the world engage. 


Vol. III. U 


Twas 
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_ *Twas this that, like the morning ſun, The 
EI . The 
Save joy and life to me; 
And when it's deſtin'd day is done, Thc 
With Peggy let me die. Tha 
Ye Powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare; To 
You who it's faithful flames approve, | 
With pity view the fair B 
Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, I 
Thoſe charms ſ6 dear to me; "Rey 
Oh ! never rob them from thoſe arms : __ 
I'm loſt, if Peggy die. 
6 ; The 
KEENE EEE EN WF Sin 
| Wit 
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AREWELL to Lochaber, and farewell my 183 


Jean, ; An 

Where heartſome with thee I've mony days A | 
been; 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, Ani 


We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 


Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a“ for ny 
dear, | 

And no for the dangers attending on weir; 

Tho” bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 

May be to return to Lochaber no more. 
% 5 Tbo 
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Tho' hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev'ry wind, 1 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my i | 
mind. i 
Tho? loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 1 
That's naithing like leaving my love on the "+ 
ſhore, 1 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is ſair 5 
pain'd: "148 
By eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be 1:48 
gain'd ; } 


And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 
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Then glory, my Feany, maun plead my excuſe, 


. Since honour commands me, how can I re- 
fuſe ? | 
Without it I ne'er can have honour for thee ; 
And without thy favour, I'd better not be, 
ell my I ga'e then, my Laſs, to win honour and fame, 


And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
| day A heart Ill bring to thee with love running 
o'er, | 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more, 


Ir my | * 
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Thro' the Wood, Laddie. 


Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to 
mourn ? 
Thy preſence con'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or thro' the wood, Laddie, until thou return. 


Tho' woods now are gay, and mornings fac 
clear, 
While lav rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing; 
Yet nane of them pleaſe my eye or my ear, 
When thro' the wood, Laddie, ye dinna ap- 


pear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare nae to tell; 
Pm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith evening and morning; 


Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro' the wood, Laddie, I wander myſel. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away; My 
But quick as an arrow, My 
Haſte here to thy marrow, I ca; 

Wha's living in languor, till that happy day, Hoy 


When thro' the wood FE we'll dance, ſing 
and play. 
My 
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My Nanny-O. 


HILE ſome for pleaſure pawn their 


health 
Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 


's Til ſave myſelf, and without ſtealth, 
75 Bleſs and careſs my Nanny O, 
| She bids more fair t' engage a ove 
ae Then Leda did or Danae O. 
Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny O. 
Ss How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 


When dancing ſhe moves finely—O ! 
I gueſs what Heav'n is by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely—O, 
Attend my vow, ye Gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleſs'd Britannia, 
None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Nanny—O. 


My bonny, bonny, Nanny—O, 

My lovely charming Nanny—O ; 

I care not tho' the whole world know 
How dearly I love Nanny—O. 


MARY 


— — 
- * - md 
* 742 — 
; ? I— a 
3 * — 1 
5 a * _ — 
4 7 - = — 
_ Sy... - — * 2 
— — — 0 „6 bs, 
83 a a > ö 3 
9 of 4 * — — — * * 4 1 
3 


—— — 


A 


— 


Den pete — 
XS. > oo Oe 
* . 7 5 * 


— 


; no 2A + 
7 8 = I we 5 
4 - 22 ms * 
4,94 gr. a * . * 
— 


a +4 „ 5 L 
=_ oa — 


. # 2 
— 
* 
[1 p 2 
rr 8 
* 


a rs 5 
SR £ Wa 
A CS 


. 
Ms Cn — — 
r W _— 
. NEIL 
— N. * , y ; 


— 


r 2 — 
FT * 


wo ORIGINAL POEMS, 


APP T's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn ; 
But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of Heaven, relate, 
If looking oer the rolls of fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Yarrow ? 
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Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair implore her, 
And at a diſtance due, adore her. 
O lovely Maid ! my doubts beguile ; 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing ſwain the banks of Yarrow, 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 

My Marys tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then T'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, --- + 
She is too good to let me languiſh. 


With 
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urn, 
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With ſucceſs crowr'd, Fll not envy 
The folks who dwell above the ſky ; 
When Mary Scot's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe of Yarrow. 
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The HIGHLAND LADDIE. 


H E Lawland Lads think they are fine 
But O they're vain and wond'rous gawdy! 
How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
And manly look of my Highland Laddie? 
O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
O my handſome Highland Laddie, 
When I was fick and like to die, 
He row'd me in his Highland plaidy. 


If I were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Latuland Lady, 
d take young Donald without trews, 
With bonnet blew, and belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


The braueſt beau in borrows-town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 

Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 

O my bonny, &Cc. 
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O'er benty-hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland kin and dady. 

Frae winter s cauld and ſummer's ſun, $4 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland plaidy. 

O my bonny, &c. 


A painted room, and filken bed, 

May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady; 
But I can kiſs, and be as glad 

Behind a buſh in's Highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Few compliments between us paſs; 
I ca' him my dear Highland Laddie ; 
And he ca's me his Lawlſand Laſs, 
Syne rows me in bencath his plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Nae greater joy Ill e er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 
While Heaven preſerves my Highland Laddie. 
O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
O my handſome Highland Laddie, 
When I was fick and like to die, 
He rod me in his Highland plaidy. 


Buſk 


lie. 


uſk 
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Buſk ye, Buſk ye. 


USK ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride ; 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow ; 

Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride, 

And let us to the braes of Yarrow : 
There will we ſport and gather dew, 

Dancing while lay'rocks ſing !morning : 
There learn frae turtles to prove true; 

O Bell, ne'er vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes Flora yields, 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming. 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho' on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtily they flow to Tweed, 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 


Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 
Haſte to my arms, and there Pl! guard thee, 


Vith free conſent my fears repel ; 
I'll with my love and care reward thee. 
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Thus ſang I ſaftly to my fair, 1 
3 rais'd my hopes with kind relenting: Thi 
O, Queen of Smiles, I aſk na mair, 

Since now my bonny Bells conſenting. "Ti, 
He 


Joun Hay's Bonny Laſſie. 


'Y ſmooth winding Tay a fwain was re. 
clining, 
Aft cry'd he, oh Hay ! maun I ſtill live pining 
Myſell thus away, and darna diſcover 
To my bonny laſs, that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame Waxes 
ſtronger z 
If ſhe's nae my bride, my days are nae langer; 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture; 
May be cer we part, my vows may conten 
her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as Aurori, 

When birds mount and ſing, bidding Day a good- 
morrow : | 

The ſward of the mead, enamell'd with daiſies, O 

Look wither'd and dead, when twin d of he! 

graces. Ye 
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But if ſhe appear where verdures invite her, 
The fountains run clear, and flowers ſmell 
ſweeter: | 
Tis Heaven to be by when her wit is a flowing; 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a 
glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is con- 
founded 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid to careſs ye; 
"as re. For a' my deſire is Har's bonny laſſie. 


ining | 
F 

raced The bonnieſt Laſs in a' the Warld. 

ger OOK where my dear Hamilia ſmiles, 

e: Hamilia ! heavenly charmer; 

* See how with all their arts and wiles, 


The Loves and Graces arm her. 
A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheek, 
Fair ſeat of youthful pleaſure ; 
urori, There Love in ſmiling language ſpeaks, 
good There ſpreads the roſy treaſure, 


O faireit maid, I own thy power; 

I gaze, I ſigh, and langutſh; 
Yet, ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my anguiſh. 
X 2 But 
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But eaſe, O charmer, eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee ; 


As thou art faireſt of the fair, 
50 1 the deareſt love thee, 


Saw ye nae my Peggy, 


AW ye nae my Peggy, 
Saw ye nae my Peggy, 
Say ye nae my Peggy, 
Coming o'er the lee ? 
Sure a finer creature 
Ne'er was form'd by Nature, 
80 compleat each feature, 


So divine is ſhe. 


O! how Peggy charms me 
Ev'ry look ſtill warms me, 
Ev'ry thought alarms me, 
Leſt ſhe love nae me. 

Peggy doth diſcover 

Nought but charms all over; 
Nature bids me love her ; 
That's a law to me. 


Who would leave a lover, 
To become a rover ? 
No, Pl ne'er give over, 


Till 1 happy be. 


For 


For fin 
As her 
And h 
Nough 


When 
Fate 1 
Cou'd 
Happ) 
TII lay 
Bleſs, 
With 
Till f 
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For ſince love inſpires me, 
As her beauty fires me, 
And her abſence tires me, 
Nought can pleaſe but ſhe. 


When I hope to gain her, 
Fate ſeems to detain her; 
Cou'd I but obtain her, 

Happy would I be ! 

Ill lay down before her, 
Bleſs, ſigh, and adore her, 
With faint looks implore her, 
Till ſhe pity me. 
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BONNY JEAN. 


OVE:'s goddeſs in a myrtle grove 
Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 
Nor let the ſhaft at random rove, 
For Jeanys haughty heart muſt bleed. 
The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, | 
Which flew unerring, to the heart, 


And kill'd the pride of bonny Jean. 
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No more the nymph with baughty air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind addreſs ; 

Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs, 

No more the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 

Whilſt every day he ſpies ſome new 
Surprizing charms in bonny Jean. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, *' 
The glorious fields of war look mean : 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhort'ned ſeems; 

When ſunk in downs, with glad amaze. 

He wonders at her in his dreams. 

All charms diſelos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
That Troy's prize, the Spartan Queen: 

With breaking day, he lifts his fight, 
And pants to be with bonny Jean. 
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Der 


ROSLIN CASTLE. 


, W AS in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, 

That Colin with the morning ray 

Aroſe and ſung his rural lay. 

Of Nancy's charms the ſhepherd ſung z 

The hills and dales with Nanny rung, 

While Ry/lin Caftle heard the ſwain, 

And echo'd back the chearful ſwain. 


Awake, ſweet muſe ! the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms; awake and ling ; 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

Who hail the morning with a ſong z 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay; 
O! bid her haſte and come away z 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn. 


Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay 
Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng ; 
And love inſpires the melting ſong. 


Rollin 


O bark, my love! on err ſpray, 1 
That 
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Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe ; 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes; 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O! come, my love! thy Colir's lay 

With rapture calls, O come away! 

Come, while the muſe this wreathe ſha!l twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine ; 

O! hither haſte, and with thee bring 

That beauty blooming like the ſpring, 

Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charms this raviſh'd breaſt of mine ! 


P IL CLT. HO U$'E. 


Y Pinky Houſe, oft let me walk, 
While circled in my arms, 
I hear my Nelly ſweetly talk ; 
And gaze o'er all her charms. 
O let me ever fond behold 
Thoſe graces void of art ! 
Thoſe chearful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 
In willing chains my heart 


ne 


O come, my love ! and bring a-new 
That gentle turn of mind ; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you; 
By Nature's hand deſign'd! 

What beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
Firſt lighted up this flame; 

Which, like the ſun, for ever glows 
Within my breaſt the ſame ! 


Ye light coquets! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art! 

How ſeldom it a lover brings! 
How rarely keeps a heart 

O gather from my Nelly's charms 
That ſweet, that graceful eaſe ; 

That bluſhing modeſty that warms, 
That native art to pleaſe | 


Come then, my love ! O come along, 
And feed me with thy charms ; 
Come, fair inſpirer of my ſong, _ 
O fill my longing arms 
A flame like mine can never die, 
While charms, ſo bright as thine, 
So heav'nly fair, both pleaſe the eye, 
And fill the ſoul divine 


W. 
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CC NEN EN DHA A NA EN NN EN S[S/ 


For | 
ALLOA HOUSE * 
H E ſpring- time returns, and cloaths the r. 
green plains; | = 
And Alla ſhines more chearful and gay; 
The Lark tunes his throat; and the neighbouring Who 
Swains 
Sing merrily round me, where- ever I ſtray; 
But Sandy no more returns to my view; 
No ſpring time me chears, no muſic can dhe 
charm; A 
r 


He's gone | and, I fear me, for ever! adieu! 
Adieu ev'ry pleaſure this boſom can warm! And 


O Alba Houſe ! how much art thou chang'd 
How ſilent, how dull to me is each grove | 
Alone J here wander where once we both rang d, 

Alas! where to pleaſe me my Sandy once 
ſtrove! 
Here, Sandy, I heard the tales that you told; 
Here liſtened, too fond, whenever you ſung 
Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are turu'd 
cold ? | 
Or fooliſh, believ'd a falſe, flattering tongue: 


80 
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So ſpoke the fair maid, when ſorrow's keen pain, 
And Shame, her laſt fault'ring accents ſup- 
preſs'd ; 
For Fate, at that moment, brought back her dear 
ſwain, 
Who heard, and, with rapture, his Nelly ad- 
dreſs'd ; 
My Nelly!“ my fair, I come; O, my love! 
No Power ſhall thee tear again from my arms; 
And, Nelly! no more thy fond Shepherd re- 


1 e 
no knows thy fair worth, and adores all thy 
ay charms, 


can She heard; and new joy ſhot thro' her ſoft 


frame; 
4 And will you, my love | be true? ſhe reply'd. 
m! And live I to meet my fond Shepherd the ſame ? 
Or dream I that Sandy will make me bis 
bride ? 


'4' MO Neth! I live to find thee till kind; 
1 Still true to thy ſwain, and lovely as true; 
ang dy Then adieu to all ſorrow ! what ſoul is ſo blind, 


W As not to live happy for ever with you? 
d; 
ung 3 | 1 
turu'd "x ” 
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CEA CEA LA CEA I ALS 


On ſeeing Miſs L. B=—'s Picrunk. 
(By A. B. Eſq;) 


OAST not, fair Portrait, to diſplay 

Th' alluring force of beauty's ray; 
For thou but ſhin'ſt with borrow d grace, 
Reflected from Lavinia's face; 
And only can'ſt attract our eye, 
When thy fair model is not nigh. 
Thus from the ſun's all- ſcorching flame 
The moon receives her gentle beam; 
And, ſeated on her midnight throne, 
Thus ſhines, with liftre, not her own. 


Tut FLOWERS or THE FOREST: 
Or, THE BATTLE or FLODEN, 


I. 


VE heard of a lilting, 
At our yews milking, 
Laſſes a lilting afore break of day; 
But now there's a moaning 


On 
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On ilka green loaning 
©} | Since our bra? foreſters are a wade away. 
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At the boughs, in the morning, 
Nae young lads are ſcorning; 
The Laſſes are lonely, dowie, and wae : 
Nae daffen, nae babbling, 
But ſighing and ſobling, 
Ilk laſs takes her legling, and hies her away. 


III. 


At een in the gloaming, 
Nae yankies are roaming, 
Bout ſtacks wi' the laſſes, at bogle to play; 
But ilka ane ſits dreary, 
Lamenting her deary, 
5 Since our braw foreſters are a' wade away. 


IV. 


| In hareſt, at the ſhearing, 

N. Nae yankies are jeering, 

The bandſters are runkled, lieard, and gray; 
At a fair or a preaching, 
Nae ooing, nae fleeching, 

Since our braw foreſters are a' wade away. 
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O dool for the order, 
Sent them to the border, 
The Engliſh for anes by guile got the day; 
The flowers of the foreſt, 
That aye ſhone the faireſt, 
The prime of our land lies cold in the clay, 


And now there's a moaning, 
On ilka green loaning, 
The women and bairns are dowie and. wae ; 
There'll be nae mair lilting, 
At our yews milking, 
Since our braw foreſters are a wade away, 


VII. 


I've ſeen the ſmiling, 
Of Fortune beguiling, 
ve felt all her favours, and found her decay; 
Sweet were her bleſſings, 
Moſt kind her carreſſings, 
But now they are dead, or all fled away. 


VIII. 


Sweet were her bleſſings, 
And kind her carreſſings, 
| But 


But 1 


With 


But 


Let 
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But now they are dead, or all fled away. 
I've ſeen the foreſt, 
Adorn'd the faireſt, 


Wich flowers of the fineſt, moſt pleaſant, and 
-— 


IX. 


Sae bonny their blooming, 
Their ſcent face perfuming, 
But now they are wither'd, and all wade away. 
I've ſeen the morning, 
With gold hills adorning, 


Yet loud tempeſts ſtorming, before middle-day. 
X. 


Pve ſeen TW RED ſtreaming, 
With ſun- beams all ſhining, 

Grow dimly and bleak as heroll'd on his Ways 
O fickle Fortune, 


Why this cruel ſporting, 
Why ſtill thus perplex us, poor fans of a day! 


Xl, 


No more your frownsfear me, 
No more your ſmiles chear me, 


The Flowers of. the Foreſt are all wade away. 
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DESCRIPTION of the HuTs in ILAY 
| F R O M 


Mr. PRNNAN T's Voyage to the HERBRI DES, 
in the Lear 1772. 


[By a CLERGYMAN,)] | 


: ſons of Pleaſure, giddy, prideful, throng, 
Abſorb'd in folly, liſten to my ſong; 
But chiefiy ye, whoſe ger'rous boſoms glow 
With kind emotions, while the haunts of woe 
Ye viſit; and, like Heav'n, impart relief 5 
To direful Penury, Diſeaſe, and Grief ; .. ,/ 
Thoſe fcenes of wretchedneſs, with me, ſurrey, 


Where Want and Induſtry hold equal ſway. 


Born down with toil, nor crown'd with Plenty's 
ſtore, 


Exiſts a Race, on * Ilay's naked ſhore ; 10 
Who 


* The Ifle of Lay, Ia, or (as it is called in Erſe,) I, 
is of a ſquare form, deeply indented on the South by the 
great bay of Loch- an-daal; divided from Jura, on the 
N. E. by the Sound, which is near fourteen miles long. 
and about one broad. The tides are moſt violent and rapid: 
The channel clear, excepting at the ſouth; where there 
are ſome rocks on the Jura fide. Twenty - cighit miles long, 


and 


ng, 


the 


ong. 


here 
ong. 
and 


Who could believe that, ſince the arts began, 
Such ſordid huts * could be th' abode of man ? 
No builder's {kill e'er plann'd the rude deſign, 
Nor roſe the maſs, by aid of plummet-line. = 
Groſs ſhapeleſs ſtones theſe bulzing walls com- 
poſe, . 4 5 
Thoſe gaping blanks, nor lime nor mortar cloſe. 
Inſtead of Slate, or bak'd and kiln-burnt tile, 
Some. ſhreds of turf adorn, and crown, the pile. 
Of fern, or ſtraw, ſome huts: a cover find, 
But ropes of heath muſt fenceit from the wind:o 


\ Acroſs, aſlaunt, the morley net-work's caſt, 0 


And poles, and pins, and ſtones muſt keef/ ir 
ate 9 
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As 1 as, . th? Atlantic, tempeſts roar, 
A deluge, ting'd with ſoot;-o'erfpreads the floor. 
Thus, winds and rains, impetuous; all che year “25 
This totb ring eee N rot and tear; 

8 TH. 


and divided into four pariſhes. The Atitase of rechen 
is 55 deg. 52 min. 29 ſec. The face of the iſland is hilly, 
but not high. The land in many parts, is excellent, but 
much of it ĩs covered vith heath, and A | in a Gage 
of nature, 

A ſet of people worn down' with a Thieic/Va- 
bitations are ſcenes of miſery, made of looſe ſtones, with - 
out chimnies, without doors, except the faggot, op- 
poſed to the wind at one or other of the gpertutes, per- 
mitting the ſmoke to eſeape through the other, in * 
to prevent ha, pains of ſuffocation. - _ | 1 

\PENNANT $ Voyage, 4t0. p. 228, 2291 


gee the plate, p. 116,  exhidiriag A Cottage i in lay. 
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Till thatch and turf, a ſpungy, putrid, maſs, 
O'ergrows with buſhy weeds, and matted grafs. 
Should graſs, elſewhere, on houſes tops be ſeen, 
It withers, fades, and dies, c'er it be green: 30 
But, here, each roof luxuriant verdure yields, 
When ſummer ſuns have burnt the Fran fields 


(Ge 


"Theſe ſafe retreats the nightly thief defy; | 
Envy'd exemption! there no treaſures l. 
Of wainſcot plank, no maſſy folding door, 3 5 
With locks, and bars, the entrance keeps ſecure. 
When winds moleſt, when ſnows drive in 2 
pace, 


A bunch of faggots fills the —_ ſpace. 


Anſteackof glaſs, incas d in wood, or lead, 
A ſheep- kin pealꝰd and raw, or bladder ſpread 40 
Oer the rude caſement, drives the cold away, 
And half-admits, and half-excludes the day. 
Tho: rig rous laws which tax the light of 
Kei Heaving | 

0 A bounty by kind Nature freely given 

To all her offspring, ) do not yet extend 45 


To theſe poor huts. Perhaps the time's at hand, 
When unrelenting Stateſmen may deviſe 


A law for taxing ey'ry pair of . 


0 levell'd floor of ſtone, or wood, or TIN 


Invites your ſteps to tread this rugged way; Ta 
1 3 „ Tol 
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For here a precipice, and there a pit, 
Forbids you or to walk, or ſtand, or ſit. 


Depreſs'd, as in a grave of hallow'd at 
(A ſluggiſh maſs of aſhes fills the hearth,) | 
The ſmother d pile of turf and unctuous peat, ; 5 
Tho' ſummer- dry'd, emits nor light, nor heat. 
Thro' ribs of grate, no guſts of fanning air 
Foment the dying ſparks. No chimney, there, 
Collects the pitch-black cloud, nor bids it riſe, 


4 | 33 A tow'ring, ſmoaky, Column to the ſkies. 60 


ecure, While, thus pent up, the duſky vapour ſtrives 
in 2 To find a vent, and fierce as whirlwind, drives; 
| It ſmarts, -and blinds your eyes, obſtructs your 
breath, 
And blows a prelude to the papgs of death. 
Tr 
20 4 N A groupe which Pennant's mimic pencil 
vay drew, 65 
7. ; It now adorns his page, * attraCts our view. 
ht of | | 
25 Thro' a wide gap, down from the ſummit falls 
A gleam of light to chear theſe dreary walls. 
4; be focal pile, upon the hearth,- below, 
and, lavites the inmates in a circling row, 70 
To plyrtheir taſks, or ſpend a ſocial hour 
la pleaſing reſpite from fell labour's pow r. 
Here ſickneſs pines ; here hoary helpleſs age 
4 Repoſes. Here, in childiſh glee, engage 
5 See the plate, p. 229, exhibiting the inſide of a weav- 


ers cottage in Ilay. 
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Theinfantthrong, while love parental ſmiles, 35 


To ſee their harmleſs pranks, and ſportive wiles. 


The faithful guardian of this rural dome 
See plying hard the labours of the loom! 
Conducted, by his ſkilful hands and eyes, 
Swift, thro the warp, his poliſh'd ſhuttle flies. 80 
From early dawn, he toils, till midnight cloſe 
His weary'd eyes in ſound, but ſhort repoſe. 
Tho' all his income ſcarce four groats a day, 

No pining cares on his ſound vitals prey. 

Serene his brow,' with hope his breaſt elate, 8; 
He truſts in Providence, and laughs at Fate. 
While toils, unceaſing, both his hands employ, 
His ſpouſe, and babes, he views with looks of joy! 
That ſpouſe whoſe ſlender loving arms embrace 
A vig'rous infant ſmiling in her face. _— 
Serene with lovely lips, he drains her breaſt, 
Sweet ſource of health, 'till peaceful downy reſt 
Seals up his eyes. No frightful thoughts annoy, 
For dreams of innocence are dreams of joy. 
Hence learn, ye Matrons of diſtinguiſh'd name, 95 
That Nurſe and Mother ought to be the ſame. 
A hireling's care the duty ill ſupphes 

Of love maternal, and maternal eyes. 

In ancient times e' er tyrant Cuſtom's ſway, 
Kind Nature's feelings had refin'd away, 100 
Ev'n queens by pure affection's law conſtrain d, 
To nurſe their young, like vulgar mothers deign d. 


Another 


8 75 
wiles, 


ond 8 ON GS. gg 


Another beauteous form, half naked, ſee 
A ſecond favourite, ſtanding by her knee. 
It's left her ruſſet veſtment holds, the right 105 
Points at ſome b ots, in _ _ 

Nan $ 

Hard by our hoſteſs ſits a female friend, 
Dejected, pale, decay'd with fickneſs wa 
This fainting heart no gen'rous condials chear; 
No ſons of Eſculapius viſit here. „ 10 
Regardleſs or of grandeur or of ene 11 
Her only pray'r is, Heaven reſtore my health 4 
To live I'm willing, and to death reſign d. 
Thy will be done Heaven cannot be onkind.” K 


By nature taught to melt at 1200 of woe, 11 5 
Two comely babes their ſport and play forego. 
While on a ſeat reclin'd fbe pants for eaſe, 

This at her fide attends, that by her knees. 

With throbbing hearts, and grief- dejected eyes, 

Each mourns her anguiſh, each repeats her 
ſighs. . 18120 

This ſcene ſurvey, and learn 4 this alone, 

* Young hearts can wore for a. u Wor 
own.” 

O let not riper years bluſh to FE 

And eaſe a: friend te? aged, eee frail. 


- Diftinguiſi"s, by the foalptor's art, appears: 125 
A venerable matron, ſunk in years. s. 
No.leſs:ſhe counts than fourſcore winters ſpent 


In care and toil, unmix'd with diſcontent. 
| Her 
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Her open aſpect wears the faint remains 
Of vernal bloom, admir'd by cottage ſwains, 130 
Of former days. Her virtue, ſenſe refin'd, 
Sweet temper, truth, thoſe virtues of the mind, 
Enſure reſpect from ſtranger, and from friend; 
The good admire. them, and the bad commend, 
A graceful. form maſt. kala n muſt de- 
neh; n 835 
Nay, Wit muſt yiel to Time's abiconquating 
ſway: 
But virtue grows more bright at life's devline,! 
As ſetting ſuns with milder luſtre ſhine. 
A fame untainted, and a conſcience clear, 
Inſpire ſweet hopes, and heart. felt joys ſincere: 140 
From all-conſuming years theſe ſtrength derive, 
Defy even death, the frag and tomb ſurvive. 


Nor rd. nor miſled by School, or r Court, 
(There * the book-worm, hither fools re- 
: ,, ſorts), | 
Buttaughtby ds, with experience join'd, 145 
(Experience dear- bought treaſure. of the mind,) 
Thence rules of life refin'd and pure ſhe draws, 
As Athens, or as are TE es 

«wart « 6 

Saen abadgs of dende is; | 
An envy'd Title ſwells the ſage's name; 150 
Elſe - who; Would rd or read, or deign't to 

praiſe, $1627 u 
What ede . Learning, or ofaperen "_ 
mud lie! This 


Ant 


75 


42 


my tb bY 
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This Matron, ſkilb'd in Truth's and Virtuozlaws, 
Obtains unpurchas d and unbrib'd applauſe. . 
ind If num'rous fools the peaſant's ſenſe deſpiſe, 135 
ad ; That ſenſe the wiſer 5 more highly * 


end. 
de. Eznraptur d hangs on this inftrutive tongus, 
835 A pupil, faireſt of this youthful throng. 
ring See, near the loom, that reverend matron fit, 
| While this bright form, attentive, at herfeet, 160 
e, Imbibes fair Wiſdom's maxims, Virtue's rules, 
And doctrine ſeldom taught ſo well in ſchools. 
Each ray of light theſe maxims pure . 
140 Conveys a virtuous impulſe to her heart, 
ive, While truth ſtill brightenson the docile mind, 16 5 
e. The will to practiſe is the more inclin d: 
New tranſports fire her breaſt, new ablours riſe 
2 To catch each precious accent as it flies. 
r Such love of truth and wiſdom, ah! how rare! 
Reigns it in boſoms of the young 8! cl 70 
| 
5 Thus, all the i inmates of this cell . a 
vs, Contend each other's. comfort to enſure, , ' 
If few the means of height ning mutual bliſs, 
If ſmall the pow'r of leſs'ning fad diſtreſs,.. . 
Yet praiſe is due where kind aſſiduous care 175 
70 In mutual joys and griefs delights to ſhare.  ' 


Laborious ſages who, with fruitleſs: pain, 


Explore the records of wild Fiction's reign; 


And thence rehearſe, in forc'd romantic phraſe, 
Pretended deeds of worth in ancient days: 180 


Say, 
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ſpe 
Say, is there aught you ve read, er writ, or ſeen, — 
Can be -compar'd with this diſtinguiſh'd ſcene ? Of ge 
A: ſcene where " poets the ſound, and Or vi. 


ſtrong 
To cheriſh and protect the ſick and young; Feet 


Where ripe experience dictates truths rein d, 185 This 
And pours inſtruction on the op' ning mind. 
Where emulation's pureſt ardours glow, 

Joys to enhance, and to alleviate woe. 

Where Nature's law is love without alloy, 
Aber! is an 5 W Joy: 190 

ug 
Thisſealpturd ood e ent to view 

A gtoupe of implements, ſome old, ſome new, 
But all groteſque and mean; as is the cell 
Where Nite, — cn rs 3 

ni 115555 aug | 


| 
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Pennant, the Gt SHA the, 195 
Theſe manſions who ſurvey'd, did here deſcry 
A maſſy chain, of various links, depend 
See from ehe _ an ROUT 6d! netherend, 


* Fi : : J 


* The -formitore perfectly correſponds : A pot-hook 


hangs from the middle of the roof, with a pot over a In c 
grateleſs Aire, filled with fare that may rather be called a 
permiſſion to exiſt, than a ſupport of vigorous life: The Sele 
inmates, as may be expected, lean, withered, duſky, and Aſt 
INE = But my piQure Wert of this and wah The 
r | b'tw to N 
nulg dune b No ui, Suſpend: 7 
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Suſpends a pot (o'er a dull grateleſs fire,) 
Replete with food, more fit to raiſe deſire 200 
Of gen'rous viands, than to pleaſe the taſte, 
Or vigour to improve, and ſtop the waſte 
Produc'd by ruthleſs Toil's enfeebling pow'r, 
And pining hunger; which piece-meal devour, 
This organiſed maſs of duſt and clay, 205 
Eer long, death's victim, and corruption 8 prey. 
Convicts, and patients, thus their lives pro- 
long, 
By morſels never meant to make them ſtrong. 


Pot-herbs and grain, with whatthe dairy yields, 
Bleſt produce of the garden and the fields, 210 
To Nature's wants a fit recruit afford, 

If mod'rate plenty crown the frugal board. 

Fer Luxury, of poliſh'd life the bane, 

Had fix'd, below, her wide portentous reign, 

Such ſimple fare, to conqurrors of the earth, 205 

Heroes and kings, a brawny race, gave birth. 

But thoſe who neither farm, nor garden, hold, 

Nor reap the produce of the ſtall, or fold: - 

Whoſe whole eſtate's a poor, unpenſion'd trade, 

Muſt feel, 8 bitter dane the want of 
bread. 220 

In climes like Lay, (where the induſtrious poor, 

Seldom employ d, with caſual toil procure 

A ſcanty pittance for the paſſing day,) 

The feeble ſprings of life muſt, Nen decay. 225 


Aſage ſor learning fam'd, but more for pride, 
And peeviſh ſourneſs, ventures to deride 
A a A poor, 
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A poor, but virtuous race, who life ſuſtain 
On ( food of hoyſes, ) oats, or barley grain. 
Diſdainfut critic } Would'ſ thou wheat refuſe, 
Which rats and mice, thy kindred vermine, 
uſe ? 230 
Unwholeſome too, the turnip, would'ſt thou call, See 
Which fattens oxen at the graſier's ſtall ? 
The peach and cherry wilt thou tafte no more, Here 


Which waſps and magpies feaſted on before? d 
Go, from thy bill of fare, the lamb exclude, 23; And! 
Of foxes, lions, wolves, the deftin'd food. Coucl 


Taſte not, tho parch'd with thirſt, the cooling Sleep 
rill 


, 
Whence dogs, and ſwine, and aſſes, drink their © Whil. 
fill. X Diſda 

God ſaid that all was good, when time began, 
Oats ſtill are good for horſes and for man. 240 
Acorns were good e er Adam till'd the ground; 
And wheat is good where'er it does abound. 
Groſs purblind Cynic, ſneer no more, begone! 
And feaſt on falſe philoſophy alone. 
A ſage, more learned, and wiſe than thou, de- 

klares, 245 
O let it not diſguſt thy ſqueamiſh ears, 


« A diſh of herbs, where love and quietneſs * 
e 
reigns 
* Excels an envy'd feaſt on bullocks ſlain.” + * 
Wit 


„„ OATS. A grain, which, in England, is 
given to horſes, but in Scotland ſupports — Nor 
Dr. Johnſon's Engliſh Diftionary, 


++ Solotwon's Proverbs, pam. N 
4 . | ear 


and SONGS, 199 


Near by the hearth a cauldron finds a place, 
I's uſe the ſoulptor's art can ill expreſs. 250 
Would'ſt thou this nice, important leſſon learn? 
The weaver's copper ſerves to boil his yarn. 


See rang'd along the wall, expos'd to cold, 
Uncurtain'd bedſteads, meanly furniſh d, old. 
Here hang, by day, ſome unbleack'd ſhirts to 

ary 3 255 
And here, by night, repos'd the inmates ly. 
Couches of ſtraw, or fern, or heath, invite 
Sleep, welcome gueſt, to ſpend the livelong 

night; | 
While that indignant power, with ſable frown, 
Diſdains the labour'd, coſtly, bed of down. 260 


Of ill compacted boards here ſtands a preſs ; 
It's ſhelves ſome wooden plates and diſhes grace. 
An ofier-baſket cramm'd with ſpoons of horn, 
And fieves of various forms it's ſides adorn. 
On yonder ſtool reclines a ſlumb'ring cat, 265 
Beneath a ſhaggy watchful dog lies flat, | 

See, here and there arrang'd, but not by rule, 
A waſhing pail, a meal-tub ſeldom full, 

A pot, a pan, a gridiron, warping-mill, 
A ſalt-box, water-jar, a ſpinning-wheel, 270 
With heapsof lumber more, of which the Muſe, 
Nor knows the names, nor has the ſkill t 
ule, | 
Aa 7 ws 
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Of theſe no more. But various ſcenes invite 
Our eyes, to where the walls and roof unite. 
No loft or plaiſter'd ceiling here is ſeen, 27; 
To grace the dome, or keep it warm and clean, 
Above, around, this motley fabric wears 
An undelighting aſpect. Firſt appears 
A'tranſverſe beam, perhaps, of maſſy oak, 

It's native colour ting'd with ten years ſmoak: 
Here perch'd the joytul Harbinger of day, 281 
And feather'd mates ſleep tedious night away; 
Till fair Aurora, ſpringing from the Eaſt, 
Calls to their wonted taſks both man and beaſt. 
Whatever object here attracts your eye, 

Is tinctur'd with the deepeſt ebon dye. 28; 
The compound maſs of rafters, wattles, turf, 
Wears a thick gloſſy cruſt of ſoot-bred ſcurf. 


Unſightly are theſe huts : Yet, ſtrange to tell! 
Diſeaſes, rare, infeſt the humble cell. 290 
Of eaſe and luxury theſe haunt the throne, 
Where toil and temp'rance are alike unknown, 
Virtue ſurvives ten thouſand nameleſs ills ; 
Vice, premature, her twice ten thouſand kills. 


Tho! Ilay does not boaſt a fertile ſoil*, 295 
Tho' ſcanty increaſe crowns the peaſant's toil; 


The produce is corn of different kinds; ſuch as bear, 
which, ſometimes, yields clevenfold; and oats fix-fold.— 
Wheat has been raiſed with good ſucceſs, in an incloſure 
belonging to the proprietor; but in an open country, 


Thoſe 


Tho! 
May 


loſure 
intry, 
hoſe 
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Thoſe precious ſeeds of wealti: this iſle contains, 
May aggrandiſe a race of future ſwains. | 
On her wide paſtures flocks, and herds, appear, 
While o'er her mountains bounds the ſtately 

deer. 300 


201 


where moſt of the cattle go at large, it is impoſſible to 
cultivate that grain; and the tenants are unable to in- 
cloſe. Much flax is raiſed here, and about 2, o00 J. worth 
is ſold out of the iſland in yarn, which might be better 
manufactured on the ſpot, to give employ to the poor na- 
tives, p. 228. 

Notwithſtanding the excellency of the land, about a 
thouſand pounds worth of meal is annually imported. A 
famine threatened at this time; but was prevented by the 
ſeaſonable arrival of a meal-ſhip; and the inhabitants» 
like the ſons of Jacob, of old, flocked down to buy food» 

229. 
8 The country bleſt with fine manures; beſides ſea- rack. 
Coral-ſhell, ſand, rock and pit-marl, it poſſeſſes thirty- 
ſix ſquare miles of limeſtone. What treaſures, if properly 
applied, to bring wealth and plenty into the iſland! ibid. 

Numbers of cattle are bred here, and above 1,700 are 
annually exported, at the price of fifty ſhillings each, 
The iſland is overſtocked, and numbers die in March for 
want of fodder. None but milch-cows are houſed: Cattle 
of all other kinds, except the ſaddle-horſes, run out dur- 
ing winter. Ibid. 

The number of inhabitants is computed to be between 
ſeven and eight thouſand. About ſeven hundred are em- 
ployed in the mines and in the fiſhery. Ibid. 

Buchannan mentions corn, cattle, deer, and lead, as 
the ſtaple commodities of this iſland: And Dr. Campbell, 
in his Political Survey of Britain, recommends the raiſing of 
timber, working of lead mines, and promoting the fiſhery 
as the beſt means of encouraging induſtry, and diffuſing 
plenty among the inhabitants. | | 

Where 
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Where rocks deform the ſoil, the planter'scare 
May bid new foreſts wave aloft in air. 
Plantations, both the ſoil and clime adorn, 
And ſtore up treaſures for a race unborn ; 

If poor abodes now lodge the hardy ſwain, 3ox 
Tf ſcanty harveſts crown the level plain. 
Of ſolid limeſtone, here, .great ſtore is found, 
'To raiſe new domes, and fertiliſe the ground. 
Vaſt treaſnres, yet untouch'd, of leaden ore, 
Beneath her ſurface, reach from ſhore toſhore. 316 
Here cod and ling frequent each winding bay, 
While ſhoals of herrings croud her ſpacious 
ſea. 


Befriend this ifle; ye guardians of the ſtate! 
Extend your influence, O ye good and great: 


But, firſt of all, may thy indulgence ſmile 315 


On thy paternal Realms, thou great Argyle! 
Tis thine to rouſe the drooping, languid, heart, 
And grant new vigour to each uſeful art ; 

To open ev'ry ſpring whence Virtue, Health, 
And Induſtry, and Trade, a nation's wealth, 320 
May flow; to thee a ſource of deathleſs praiſe, 
And of thy country's bliſs, the laſting baſe. 
Thus rich and virtuous, how would Jay ſmile, 
And vie in glory with her mother-iſle ! 

Her vigorous ſons, a valiant, numerous band, 325 
Would cruſh Britania's foes by ſea and land. 
Her ſeas, her mines, her paſtures, and her plains, 
Wou d ſpread new bleſſings o'er thoſe waſte do- 


mains, | 
The 
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The cluſt'ring iſles, on Caledonia's ſhore, 

Where want, and ſloth inglorious, reigned be- 
fore 3 8 

Whence numbers yearly, to their country loſt, 

Viſit, in queſt of bread, the Atlantic coaſt. 

Henceforth may theſe migrations ever ceaſe ! 

At home may plenty {mile, and white- rob'd, 
peace, 

Let faction die: be Love's and Virtue's train 335 

The boaſt, the glory of Great George's reign. 


DORINDA:; 
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Dimple 

o aim 
And lin 
Luxuric 
Mufing 
That 11 
Till lal 
And fi 
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N that ſad ſeaſon, when the hapleſs belle 
With ſteps reluctant bid the town farewell 
When ſurly huſband's doom th* unwilling fair 
To quit St. James's for a purer air, | 
And deaf to pity, from their much-lov'd town, 
Relentleſs bear the beauteous exiles down, 
To diſmal ſhades, through lonely groves to 
ſtray, 
And ſigh the ſummers live long months away; 
With all the bloom of youth and beauty grac'd, 
One morn Dorinda, at her toilet place'd, 
With looks intent, and penſive air, ſurvey'd 
The various charms her faithful glaſs diſplay'd; WW By flo 
Eyes, that might warm the frozen breaſt of And \ 


4 Whill 
Or melt to tenderneſs the tyrant's rage; The f 
Smiles, that enchanting with reſiſtleſs art, Shall 
Stole unperceiv'd the heedleſs gazer's heart; Nor x 
Dimples, 


Ve 


es, 
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Dimples, where love conceal'd in ambuſh lay 


o aim his arrows at the deſtin'd prey; 

And lips, that promis'd in each balmy kiſs 

Luxurious harveſts of ambroſial bliſs. 

Mufing ſhe fat, and watch'd each riſing grace 

That ſhed it's luſtre o'er her heav'nly face, 

Till lab'ring grief her anxious ſilence broke, 

And ſighing, thus the lovely mourner ſpoke: 

« Were charms like theſe by erring Nature 
meant 

For ſober Solitude and calm Content ? 

Muſt eyes ſo bright be doom'd to waſte their fires 

On hungry Parſons and unfeeling Squires ? 

Heav'n, whoſe decrees (if true what Prieſts have 
taught) 

Are fram'd by juſtice, and with wiſdom fraught, 

dure ne'er created ſuch a form as this 

For the dull purpoſe of domeſtic bliſs. 

Ah! no, theſe eyes were given in courts to 
ſhine, 

Eyes which on vulgars gaze, are not like thine : 

A ſhort-liv'd ſway of ſome few years at moſt 

Is all, alas ! the brighteſt Belle can boaſt, 

Fer yet the hand of all-devouring Time 

Lay waſte her graces, and deſtroy her prime : 

By flow degrees ſhe feels her pow'r decay, 

And younger beauties bear the palm away. 

Whilſt envious Fate thus haſtens to deſtroy 

The fleeting period of all female joy, 

Shall barb'rous huſbands (whoſe tyrannic rage 

Nor pray'rs can mitigate, nor tears aſſuage,) 
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Fen in thoſe years while youth and beauty bloom, 
To exile half her precious moments doom ? 
She goes like ſome neglected flower to fade, 
And waſte her ſweetneſs in the lonly ſhade : 
Till Winter (ſo the pitying Gods decree) 
Returning ſets th' impatient captive free : 
Then ſwift emerging from the dull retreat, 

To town ſhe flees, admiring crowds to meet. 
Her happy hours glide on from morn till night, 
One ceaſeleſs round of exquiſite delight; 
Balls, Op'ras, Concerts, Almacl's, and Soho, 


By turns attended, various joys beſtow : 
Fen crowded Routs, where Dulneſs ever dwells, W preſe 
Can yield delight to faſhionable Belles. Well 
Old Maids and Prudes each night to feed their . 
ſpleen, | And 
There, ſeeking whom they may devour, are Shou 
ſeen; | | Whec 
And, {till repining that they muſt be chaſte, As t 
Wou'd mar thoſe pleaſures they're forbid to 
taſte. | The! 
With envious eyes the brilliant nymph they view, 
Whilſt eager crowds where'er ſhe moves purſue. Mal 
If to the Playhouſe ſhe by chance repair, Ane 
(Not oft frequented by the well-bred fair) The 
When through the. houſe a ſolemn filence The 
reigns, | An 
Each boſom feeling what the aQor feigns. Thi 


Fen in the midſt of ſome affecting part, 
That wakes each ſoft emotion o' the heart, 
The doors ily open, whilſt the pit, beneath, 
Their diſcontent in ſullen murmurs breathe : 
N Forward 


nce 
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Forward ſhe ſteps with graceful air, and ſpreads 
A blaze of beauty on their wond'ring heads; 
Pit, Boxes, Galleries, at once concur, | 
Forget the play, and fix their eyes on her. 
Scarce to the ſtage ſhe turns her high-plum'd 
head, 
Or ſeems to mark one ſyllable that's ſaid ; 
But careleſs fits, and on her arm reclin'd, 
Hears civil ſpeeches from the Beaus behind ; 
Or gently liſtens while ſome well-dreſs'd youth 
In whiſper'd accents vows eternal truth. 
Obedient ſtill to Pleaſure's ſprightly call 
She quits the Play, and ſeeks the livelier Ball: 
Each white-glov'd Beau, with haſte his ſuit 
prefers, 
Preſents his hand, and humbly begs fof hers. 
Well-pleas'd ſhe hears the ſuppliant crowd 
entreat, | 
And feels the triumph of her charms compleat. 
Shou'd ſome bleſt youth be to the reſt prefer'd, 
Whoſe vows in private are with favour heard, 
As through the dance with graceful eaſe ſhe 
moves, | | 
Their meeting hands expreſs their conſcious 
loves. | 
Malicious eyes the lover's looks reſtrain, 
And cold diſcretion ſeals his lips in vain ; 
The faithful hand can, unobſerv'd, impart 
The ſecret feelings of a tender heart : 
And oh ! what bliſs, when each alike is pleas'd, 
The hand that ſqueezes, and the hand that's 
ſqueez'd, 
B b 2 But 
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But whither, whither does my fancy roam ? 
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Ah! let me call the idle wand'rer home. N. 
Already Phebus, with unwelcome ray, 

Has chas'd, alas! the winter's fogs away, To 
Through the ſad town, at each deſerted door | 
Leſs frequent now the Footman's thunders roar; 


And waggons, loading in the duſty ſtreet, 

Forbode the horrors of a long retreat. 

Ye ſiſter ſuff*rers, who muſt ſoon or late 

All ſhare my ſorrows, and partake my fate; 

Who, when condemn'd theſe bleſs'd abodes to 
quit, | 

Like me may weep, but muſt like me ſubmit. 

When overcome by man's ſuperior force, 

Revenge is ſtill the injur'd fair's reſource : 

Revenge, at leaſt, may make our ſuff' rings leſs, 

A huſband's anguiſh ſooths a wife's diſtreſs. 

When far from town, in ſome ſequeſter'd ſpot, 

You mourn the hardſhip of our ſex's lot, 

Ill humour, vapours, ſullenneſs and ſpleen, 

May add freſh horrors to the gloomy ſcene, 

And make the tyrants, who contrive your 
fate, 

Partake the miſery themſelves create. 

If, preſs'd by cares, they need a friend's relief, 

Be all your ſtudy to augment their grief ; 

If pleas'd or gay, your umoſt arts employ, 

To ſink their ſpirits, and diſpel their joy; 

Oppoſe their projects, croſs their fav'rite views, 

Their wiſhes fruſtrate, their requeſts refuſe; 

And make them feel that diſcontented wives 


Can prove the torment of their huſbands 1 
N 0 


To a very learned and much celebrated Phy- 
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ſician, on his aſſuming an ill- natured coun- 
tenance, and appearing peeviſh, on reading 
a joke from the Pen of a Lady“. 


(By Miſs B—ce.) 


AGE Doctor 8— I do adviſe 
You'll not appear ſo over wiſe ; 
For tho' you look ſo wond'rous cunning z 
I laugh, and cannot keep from punning : 
Which, in your preſence, is unfit, 
As nought goes down but ſterling wit : 
And for advice, when ſcarce of fees, 
I pay with only chalk and cheeſe. 
Ingratitude's the reigning vice, 
Then for ſuch fee give not advice. 


Such treatment, ſure, all things ſurpaſſes, 
* What, call Phyſicians formal Aﬀes !” 


Now Doctor, ſay, ſpeak if you can, 
Why ſnarle at my Little Man? 
And why in dudgeon read that line 
Which does the letter S— define ? 
And take ſuch pains to find a flaw, 
More Names begin with 8, than S—w, 


Now on this ſubject more Pll talk: 
Why thus abuſe my cheeſe and chalk ? 


See Vol. I. p. 78. | 
Cheeſe 
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Cheeſe is almoſt our ſtaff of life, 
And ate by many a poor man's wife; 
"Tis food for full two-thirds of Men, 


And given by Doctors now and then, "_ 
And ſhou'd one eat too much at dinner, As] 
Old cheeſe will cure him, faint or ſinner, 
And now for Chalk: Magneha Alba, 
My favourite bottle at my elbow, Fou 
Oft cures me of my ſtomach-ach, 
Makes me of meat and Cheeſe pertake ; A 
Without advice of you, grave Doctor, 
I eat an oyſter and drink porter. 
Yourſelf then, Sir, no longer teaze 
Nor harp again on Chalk and Cheeſe. ** 
BELLE P 
r. . 
CONTENT ME NT. 
(By the ſame.) Hi 


E W are my wants, clean wholeſome food, 
| And raiment's all I claim; 

Nor mourn for robes I can't afford, 
hat clothes the courtly dame. 


I buy no more than I can pay, 
But ſet bounds to my wiſhes ; 

And for my daily bread I pray, 
Nor think of lordly diſhes. 


Few 


d 
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Few friends I boaſt, but thoſe I have 
Sure muſt be firm and true; 

As I've no wealth, they can't deceive, 
Nor have ſelf-ends in view. 


Four floors above the ſtreet I fit, 
Contented, read or ſing ; 

And can in this exalted State, 
Look down on Court and King. 


+$p+0505-+:+:$9+$+$4+4+4+ 
ROBIN CONSCIENCE: 


o R 
Cox scloN ABLE ROBIN: 


His Progreſs through Court, City, and Country; 


with his bad Entertainment at each ſeveral 


Place, &c. Edinburgh, Printed in the Lear 
1683. 


(By a Scots Courtier.) 


Have been quite through England wide, 
With many a faint and weary ſtride, 
To ſee what people there abide, 
| That love me. 
Poor Robin Conſcience is my name, 
Sore vexed with Reproach and Blame: 
For all, wherever yet I came, 
reprove me. 
Few 
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Few now endure my Preſence here : 
1 ſhall be baniſh'd quite, I fear; 
I am deſpiſed every where, 
and ſcorned: 

Yet is my Fortune, now and then, 
To meet ſome good Woman or Man, 
Who have (when they my Woes did ſcan) 

ſore mourned, 


To think that Conſcience is wleſpiſed, 
Which ought to be moſt highly prized : 
This Trick the Devil hath deviſed, 

to blind Men! 
Cauſe Conſcience tells them of their Ways, 
Which are ſo wicked now-a-days, 
They ſtop their Ears to what he ſays, 

unkind Men. 


I firſt of all went to the Court, 
Where Lords and Ladies did reſort, 
My Entertainment there was ſhort, 
cold Welcome: 

As ſoon as e' er my Name was heard, 
They ran away full ſore afraid, 
And thought ſome Goblin had appear'd, 

| from Hell come. 


Conſcience, quoth one, begone with Speed |! 
The Court few of. thy Name doth breed, 
We of thy Preſence bave no Need, 

be walking. 
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Thou tell'ſt us af aur Pride and Luft, 

Which, ſpight of thee, we follow muſt, 

So out of Court was Confeience thruſt ; 
no Talking. 


Thus baniſh'd, from the Court JI went 
To Vgſiminſten ineontinent, 
Where I, alas! was ſorely ſhent 
for Coming. 
The Lawyers did againſt me plead: 
"Twas no great Matter, fome there faid, 
If Conſcience quite were knock'd in th* Head. 
„3 ” running, 


From them I fled with winged haſte, 

They did ſo threaten me to baſte, 

Thought it was vain my Breath to waſte 

in Counſel. 

For Lawyers cannot me abide, 

Becauſe for Falſehood I them chide, 

And he, that holds not on their Side, 
muſt down till. 


Unto the City hied I then, 
To try what Welcome there Tradeſmen 
Would give poor Robin Conſcience; when 
I came there, 

The Shop-keepers that uſe Deceit, 
Did come about me, and did threat, 
Unleſs I would be gone, to beat 

5 me lame there: 
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And every one, both high and low, 
Held Canſcience as a mortal Foe, 
Becauſe he doth ill Vices ſhow 


each Minute. 
Therefore the City in Uprore 


Againſt me roſe, and me ſo tore, 
That I'm reſolv'd, I'll never more 
come in it. 


On Friday I to Smithſield went, 
Where being come incontinent, 
The Horle-courſers, with one Conſent, 


did chide me, 
They ſaid, that I was not myſelf, 


And ſaid, I was a pinching Elf, 
And __ could get more Store of Pelf 
beſide me. 


I told them of a cheating Trick, 
Which makes the Horſes run and kick, 
By putting in an Eel that's quick, 


: ith Belly. 
Another which they uſe full oft, 


To bear their lame Jades Heads aloft, 


And beat their Buttocks till they're ſoft, 


as Jelly. 


I told them that their Wealth would rot, 


That they by cheating Men thus got, 
But they for this ſame Tale would not 
abide me. 


And charg'd me quickly to be gone: 
Quoth they, of Conſcience we uſe none. 
Thoſe, whom 1 follow with my Mone, 
out-ride me, 
From thence I ſtepp'd into Long-lane, 
Where many Brokers did remain, 
To try how they would entertain 
oor Conſcience. 
But my Name when I to them told, 
The Women did begin to ſcold, 
The Men ſaid, they that Word did hold 
but Nonſenſe. 


For Conſcience is ſo hard a Word, 
That ſcarce the Broker can afford 
To read it, for his Mouth is ſtor'd 
with Lying. 
He knows not what this Conſcience means, 
That is no Cauſe unto his Gains; 
Thus I was ſcorned for my Pains, 
all crying; 


Away with Conſcience from this Lane, 
For we his Preſence do diſdain : * 
They ſaid, if I come there again 

| among them, 
They ſaid, they'd band me Back and Side 
Being menaced, away I hie'd; - 
Thus Worldlings think that, when I chide, 

1 wrong them. 


C c 2 Among 
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Among the Butchers then went I, 


As ſoon as e er they 


did me ſpy, 


They threatn'd me molt ſpighitfully, 


to kill me. 


Quoth one, if Conſcience here ſhould dwell, 


We were not able to live well, 


Nor could we tem bythe Meat we fell, 


nor will we 


Be bound to follow 


Conſcience nice; 


Which would confine us to a Price: 


Robin be rul'd by my Advice, 


quoth he then, 


And get thee to ſome other Place, 
We hate to look thee in the Face. 
I, hearing this, from thence a- pace 


did fly them. 


To Newgate Market went 1 hag 


Where Country-women, Mails, and Men, 
Were ſelling needful things ; and when 


| they ſaw me; 
At me the Butter-woman tails, 


Whoſe Butter weigh'd not down the Scales; 
Another comes, and with her Nails 
| did claw me. 


The Bakers, which ftopd in a Row, 


Began to brawl at the alſo, 
And charged me away to go, 


becauſe I 


Told 


Told th 
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Told them they did make leſſer Bread: 
Did not the Law put them in Dread; 


There's ſome of them would wilt them dead, 
might Laws die. 3 


Thus chid of thems my Way I took, 

Unto Pye- corner, where a Cook 

Glanc'd at me as the Devil did look, 
o'er Lincoln. 


Conſcience, quoth he, thou ſhewꝰſt not Wit, 
In coming to this Plate unfit: 


IN run thee thorow with a Spit; 
55 then think on 


Thoſe Words to this witch | I have Maid, 
I cannot well live by my Trade, 
If J ſhould {till require thy Aid 


.. inSelling; 
Sometimes one Joint I muſt roaſt thrice, 


'Ere I can ſell it at my Price, 
Then here's for thee (who art ſo nice) 


no Dwelling. 


Perforce he drave me backward ſtill, 
Until I came unto Snow-b1ll, 
The Sale-men there with Voices fhrill 


fell on me. 
I was ſo irkſome in their Sipht 


That they conjured me to Flight, - 
Or elſe they ſwore (fuch was their Spight) 
| d ſtone me. 


* 
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At Turn-again Lane, the Fiſh-wives there, 

And Wenches did ſo rail and ſwear, 

Quoth they, no Conſcience ſhall come here, 
| we hate him : 

Their Bodges, which for Half-pecks go, 

They vowed at my head to throw: 

No Conſcience they were bred to know, 
but Prating. 


Away thus frighted by thoſe Scolds, 

To Fleet-ftreet ſtraight my Love it holds, 

Where Men, whoſe Tongues were made in 
Moulds of Flattery, 

Did cry, what lack you Country-man ? 


But ſecing me away they ran, 


As though the Enemy had began 


„ks Battery ; 


One aid to others, Sir, an News, 8 

Here Conſcience comes us to abuſe, 

Let us his Preſence all refuſe 

together, 

And boldly ſtand againſt him all, 

We ne'er had Uſe of him, nor ſhall 

He live with us, what Chance did call 
him hither ? 


The Haberdaſhers, that ſell Hats, 
Hit Robin Conſcience many Pats, 
And, like a Company of Cats, 

they ſcratch'd him: 
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Quoth they, why com'ſt thou unto us, 

We love not Conſcience, rufaing thus, 

They _= him Words opprobrious, 
and matchd him. 


The Mercers and Silk-men alſo, 

That live in Pater-noſter Row, 

Their Hate againſt poor Conſcience ſhow : 
and, when I 

Came to that Place, they all did ſet 

On me, *cauſe I their Gain would let, 


Who will both ſwear and lye to get 
one Penny. 


From thence unto Cheapfede I paſt, 

Where Words in vain I long did waſte, 

Out of the Place I ſoon was chac'd. 

Quoth one Man, 

Conſcience, for thy Preſumption baſe, 

Intruding to this golden Place, 

Thou Death deſerv'ſt, therefore a-pace, 
begone Man: 


Think'ſt thou that we have ſo ch Gold, 
Before our Eyes ſtill to behold, 
Will this by . be control'd, 
and ded [ 
Oh, no poor Fellow, haſte away, 
For, if long in this Place thou ſtay, 
Thou ſhalt be (I'll be bold to ſay) 
. diſturbed. 


From 
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From thenee I turned down Bread-freet, 
A Cheeſe-monger I there did meet, 
He hied away with winged Feet 
9.4 L {554 a8 ſhun me. 

How now, quoth I, why run you fo ? 
Quoth he, becauſe I well do know, _ 
That thou art Conſcience my old Fae, 

|  _ -thoy'ſt done me 


Great Wrong; while I made Uſe of thee, 
And dealt with all Men boneſtly, 
A rich Man I could never be: 

| but ſince then, 
T baniſh'd have thy Company, 
And us'd Deceit with thoſe that buy, 
I thrive, and therefore Robin his 

| thee hence then, 


T left him with his bad Intent, 

And into Fiſh-ftreet ſtraight I went, 

Among thoſe Lads, who wiſh that Len! 
-were all Year: 

As ſoon as e er they me eſpy'd, 

They all at once upon me cry d, 

And ſwore that Comſcicacs ſhould not guide 

a Stall there. 


I ſecing things thus ſeeming ſtrange, 
That all Men did from Goodneſs range, 
Did hie me ſtraight to the Exchange : 

| A Merchant 
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Was ſo affrighted when I came, 

But preſently he bluſh'd for Shame, 

His Countenance did ſhew the ſame 
in ſearchant. 


Quoth he, Friend Robin, what doſt thou 


Here among us Merchants now 
Our Buſineſs will not allow 


to uſe thee : 
For we have Traffick without thee : 


And thrive beſt, if thou abſent be, 
I, for my part, will utterly 
refuſe thee, 


I, being thus abus'd below, a 
Did walk up Stairs, where on a Row, 
Brave Shops of Ware did make a Show 


moſt ſumptuous. 
But, when the Shop-folk me did ſpy, 


They drew their dark Light inſtantly, 
And ſaid, in coming there was I 
preſumptuous. 


The gallant Girls, that there ſold Knacks, 
Which Ladies and brave Women lack, 
When they did ſee me they did wax 
in Choler. 

Quoth they, we ne'er knew Confcience yet, 
And, if he comes our Gains to lett, 
We'll baniſh him, he'll here not get 

one Scholar. 
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1, being jeered thus and fcorn'd, 
Went down the Stairs, and ſorely mourn'd, 


To think that I ſhould thus be turned 


. a Begging. 
To Gracechurch-flreet I went along, 


Where dwell a great ungracious 'Throng, 
That will deceive both Old and Young 


with Cogging : 
t But, 
As Drapers, Poulterers, and ſuch, My 
Who think they never get too much : Or e 
The Word Conſcience to them is — * 
or Spani 
And harder too, for Speech they'll le earn, Ih 
With all their Heart to ſerve their Turn, 8 
But Conſcience, when they him diſcern, Oh, 
they baniſh. I bs 
1 3 If 1 
I ſeeing all the City given An 
To uſe Deceit in Spight of Heaven, Bot 
To leave their Company, I was driven 
per force then. 
So over London-bridge in Haſte, | 
I, hiſs d and ſcoff d ef all Men paſt, [all 
Then I to Southwark took, at laſt, I fi 
my Courſe then. 10 
An 
When I came there, I hop'd to find A 
Welcome according to my Mind, Ir. 


But they were rather more unkind 
than London - 


All 


All 
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All Sorts of Men and Women, there, 
Aſk'd how I durſt to them appear, 


And ſwore my Preſence they would clear 


abandon. 


being ſore a-thirſt, did go 
Unto an Ale-houſe in the Row, 
Meaning a Penny to beſtow 


on ſtrong beer. 
But, *cauſe I for a Quart did call, 


My Hoſteſs ſwore ſhe'd bring me Small, 


Or elſe I ſhould have none at all : 
thus wrong'd there, 


bade her on her Licence look; 
Oh, Sir, quoth ſhe, ye are miſtook, 
I have my Leſſon without Book, 


moſt perfect. 
If T my Licence ſhould obſerve, 


And not in any Point to ſwerve, 
Both I and mine, alas! ſhould ſtarve, 
not ſurfeit : 


| 


Inſtead of Quart-pot of Pewter, 

I fill ſmall Jugs, and need no Tutor : 

[ Quartridge give to the Geometer 
moſt duly; 

And he will ſee, and yet be blind, 

A Knave made much of will be kind; 

If you be one, Sir, tell your Mind. 

No truly. 
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No, no, quoth I, I am no Knave, 
No Fellowſhip with ſuch I have; 
My Name is Robin Conſcience brave, 
that wander 

From Place to Place, in hope that ſome 
Will as a Servant give me Room ; 
But all abuſe me where I come 

with Slander. 


Now, when my Hoſteſs heard me tell The 
My Name, ſhe ſwore I ſhould not dwell ] cat 
With her, for I would make her ſell The 
full Meaſure. 
She did conjure me to depart : 
Hang Conſcience, quoth ſhe, give me Art, Tha 
J have not got, by a Penny a Quart, bo 
my Treaſure. _ 
So out of Doors I went with Speed : * 
And glad ſhe was to be thus freed The 
Of Conſcience, that ſhe might ſpeed | "2 
; in Frothing. 
To the King's Bench I needs would go, 
The Jailor did me backward throw: 
Quoth he, for Conſcience here ye know Ie 
is nothing, a 
Through Blackman-ftreet I went, where Whores A) 
Stood gazing, there is many Doors, To 
There two or three Bawds gainſt me roars But 


molt loudly ; | 
And 


res 


ad 


And bade me get hence a-pace, 
Or elſe they'd claw me by the Face: 


They ſwore oy ſcorn'd me and all Grace, 
moſt proudly. 


] walk'd into St George's Field, 
Where rooking Raſcals I beheld, 
That all the Year their Hopes did build 


on Cheating : 
They were cloſe playing at nine Pins, 


I came and told them of their Sins : 
Then one among the reſt begins 
| intreating, 


That I would not torment them ſo: 
I told them that I would not go: 
Why then, quoth he, PIl let thee know, 


we care not: 
And yet we'll baniſh thee per force: 


Then he began to ſwear and curſe, 
And ſaid, prate on till thou art hoarſe, 
and ſpare not. 


I left them in their Wickedneſs, 
And went along in great Diſtreſs, 
Bewailing of my bad Succeſs, 


and Speed, 
A Wind-mill ſtanding there hard by by, 


Towards the ſame then paſſed I, 
But when the-Miller did me fpy, 
he cryed, 
Away 
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Away with Conſciente I'll none ſuch, "PW 
That ſmell with Honeſty ſo much, Un 
I ſhall not quickly fill my Hutch Me 

by due Toll ; 
I muſt, for every Buſhel of Meal, 
A Peck if not three Gallons ſteal, On 
Therefore with thee I will not deal, To 
thou true Soul. My 
Then leaving Cities, Skirts and all, If 1 
Where my welcame it is but ſmall, He 
J went to try what would befal He 
i' th' Country. 
There thought I to be entertain'd : 
But I was likewiſe there diſdain'd Th 
A long Time bootleſs I complain'd Po, 
to th' Gentry . Lil 
And yet no Service could I have, Al; 
Yet, if I would have play'd the Knave, Po 
I might have had Maintenance brave 1, 
among them. 
Becauſe chat I was Conſcience poor, 
Alas ! they thruſt me out of Door, PY 
For Conſcience, many of them ſwore, W 
did wrong them. M. 
Then went 1 to the Leomenry, Ar 
And Farms all of the Country, W 
Deſiring them moſt heartily W 


to take me; 
0 I told 


ld 


2d SONGS. 215 


] told them I would ſell their Corn 

Unto the Poor; but they did turn 

Me out of Doors, and with great Scorn 
forſook me; 


One ſaid, he had no Uſe of me, 
To ſell his Corn, for I, quoth he, 
Muſt not be only rul'd by thee, 
in Selling. 

If T ſhall Conſcience entertain, 
He'd make me live ingroſſing Gain, 
Here is for thee, I tell thee plain, 

no Dwelling. 


Thus, from the rich Men of the World, 
Poor Conſcience up and down is hurl'd, 


Like angry Curs at me they ſnarl'd, 
and check'd me. 
Alas! what ſhall J do thought I, 
Poor Robin, muſt I ſtarve and die? 
I, that I muſt, if no body 
reſpect me. 


At laſt I to myſelf bethought, 

Where I muſt go; and Heaven brought 

Me to a Place where poor Folks wrought 
moſt ſorely, | 

And there they entertain'd'me well 


With whom J ever mean to dwell, 
With them to ſtay, it thus befel 


though poorly. 
| Thus 
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Thus People that do labour hard, 

Have Robin Conſcience in Regard 3 

For which they ſhall have their Reward 
in Heaven. 

For all their Sorrows here on Earth, 

They ſhall be filled with true Mirth, 

Crowns ſhall to them at ſecond Birth 

be given. 


And all thoſe Caitiffs that deny'd, 
To entertain him for their Guide, 
When they by Conſcience ſhall be try'd 
and judged, 

Then will they wiſh that they had us'd 
Poor Conſcience whom they have refus'd, 
Whoſe Company they have abus'd, 

and grudged. 


Thus Robin Conſcience that hath had, 
Amonſt moſt Men, but Welcome bad, 
He now hath found, to make him glad, 
Abiding. 
Mong honeſt Folks that hath no Lands, 
But got their Living with their Hands, 
Theſe are the Friends that to him ſtands, 
and's Guiding. 


Theſc ſhall keep Conſcience from grim Death, 


And ne'er gainſay whate er he faith : 


Theſe lead their Lives ſo here beneath, 
that dying, 
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They may aſcend from Poverty, 

To Glory and great Dignity, 

Where they ſhall live and never die: 
While frying 


In Hell the Wicked lie, who would 
Not uſe true Conſcience as they ſhould: 
This is but for a Moral told 
you in it. 

He that obſerves may ſomewhat ſpy, 
That favours of Divinity, 
For Conſcionable Folks did I 

| begin it, 


And ſo Tl bring all to an End, 

It can no honeſt Man offend, 

For thoſe, that Conſcience do defend, 

it praiſes, 

And if that any gall'd Jade kick, 

The Author hath devis'd a Trick, 

To turn him looſe it he Fields to pick 
up Daiſies. 


hey 
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The PLOUGHMAN. 


He 

HE Ploughman he's a bonny lad, 4 

And a' his work's a ure, WI 

But when that he comes home at een 1 

He hugs me as his treaſure. Me 

Up wi't now my Ploughman lad, 7 

Come up wit now my Ploughman, Of 

Of all the lads that ter I ſaw C 
Commend me to the Ploughman. 

Now that the blooming ſpring's come on, VA 


He takes his yoaking early, 
And whiſtling o'er the furrow'd land, 
He gaes to fallow chearly. 
Up wit now, &c., 


Whan hame my Ploughman comes at e'en, 
He's aften wet and weary ; 
Caſt off the wet, but on the dry, 
And gae to bed my dearie. 
Up uit now, & c. 
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Right glad I'll waſh my Ploughman's hoſe, 
And I will waſh his o'erly ; 
And well Ill make my Ploughman's bed, 
And chear him late and early. 
Up wi't now, &c. 


He ploughs up hill and ploughs up dale, 
And ploughs up faugh and fallow, 
Wha winna drink the Ploughman's health 
Is but a dirty fellow. 
Merry butt and merry ben, 
And merry is my Ploughman, 
Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the Ploughman. 


CS AN ACT A EAN TASTE 


DRAP OO: CAPIE.O. 


HERE liv'd a wife i in our gate end, 
She lo'd a drap o capie O, 
And a' the gear that ſne had glean'd, 
She ſlipt it in her gabie O. 
Upon a froſty winter's night, 
The wife had got a drapie O, 
And piſh'd her coats for lack of fight, 
To find the chamber patie O. 


Ee 2 | But 
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But ſhe awa' to her goodman, 

They ca'd him Tamie Lamie O, 
Gae ben and fetch the bottle man, 
That I may get a dramie O: 
Poor Tamie was an honeſt man, 
Himſel he took a capie O, 


It was nae o'er his craig half gane, 
*Till ſhe was on his tapie 


Quoth ſhe ye poor mean filly doof, 
I canna ha'e a drapie O, 
But ye maun drink of it, forſooth, 
The Deel ſtap up your crapie O: 
She paid him weel baith ſides and pow, 
And fair ſhe creiſh'd his backie O, 
And made his ſkin baith black and blue, 
And gar'd his ſhouthers crackie O, 


Then he's awa' to the malt barn, 
And he has ta'en a pockie O, 

He put her in baith head and ſtarn, 
And caſt her o'er his backie O: 

The carling ſpurn'd wi' head and feet, 
The carle he was ſac ackie O, 

To ilka wall that he did meet, 
He gar'd her head play knackie O. 


Goodman, quoth ſhe, you'll murder me, 

My brains you out will knockie O, 
The other hitch he aye did gi'e, 
. Lye ſtill you devil's buckie O: 


Goodman 
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Goodman I'm like to make my burn, 
O let me out good Tamie O, 

Then he ſet her upon a ſtane, 
And bad her piſn a damie O. 


Then Tamie took her aff the ſtane, 
And put her in the pockie Oo), 
And when to ſpurn ſhe did begin, 
He lent her ay a knockie O: 
Away he went to the mill-dam, 
And there ga'e her à duckie O, 
And ilka chiel that had a rung, 


Play d thump upon her backie O. 


And when he took her hame again, 
He did hing up the pockie O, 

At her bedſide there to remain, 
Upon a little knagie O: 


That ilka day that ſne up roſe, 


In naithing but her ſmockie O, 
dae ſoon as ſhe ſhot out her noſe, 
She might behold the pockie O. 


Now all ye men baith far and near, 
That have a drunken tutie O, 

Duck you your wives, ye need na fear, 
For Ill lend you the pockie O: 

The wife did live for nineteen; years, 
And was fu' frank and cuthie O, 

And ſince ſhe got the duck and ſkares, 
She never has been drouthie O. 


At 
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At laſt the carling chanc'd to die, 
And Tamie did her bury O. 

And for the public good quoth he, 
Ill e'en gar print the cune O: 

And this her motto he had made, 
Here lies an honeſt luckie O, 

Who never left the drinking trade, 
Until ſhe got a duckie O. 


BRA ES os BALL AN DEN. 


ENEATH a green ſhade a lovely young 
ſwain, 

One evening reclined to diſcover his pain. 

So ſad yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 

The winds ceas'd to —_— and the fountains to 
flow, 

Rude winds with compaſſion could hear him 
complain, 

Yet Cloe leſs ue was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy, he cried, my moments once flew, 

Fer Cloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my view, 

"Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure, the dawn could 
ſurvey, 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful then 
they, | 


Now 
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Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my ſight, 
I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue, ' 

All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew, 
From ſunſhine zephyrs and ſhades we repair ; 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air . 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame, 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer enflame. 
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But ſee the pale moon, all clouded, retires, 

The breezes grow cool, not Strephon's deſires; 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind; 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my 
mind; 

Ah, wretch | how can life be worthy thy care | 


To lengthen it's moments that lengthens de- 
ſpair. | 
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The SPINNING ROCE. 


HERE was an auld wife had a wee pickle - 
tow, 
And ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning o't, 
But loutan her down, her rock took a low, 
And that was an ill begining o't. 


She 
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She ſpat on't, ſhe flet on't, and trampt on its 
 .. . pabes 

But a' ſhe cou'd do it wad hae its ain gate, 

At laſt ſhe ſat down on't and bitterly grat, 

For e'er having try'd the ſpinning o't. 


J hae been a wife theſe three-ſcore of years, 
And never did try the ſpinning o't, ' 

But how I was fark'd foul fa' them that ſpeirs, 
To mind me o' the beginning o't. 

The women are now a-days turned ſae bra', 
That ilk ane maun ha'e a ſark, ſome maun ha'e 

twa. 

But better the warld was-when fint ane ava 

To hinder the firſt beginning o't. 


Foul fa' them that &er adviſed me to ſpin, 
It minds me o the beginning o't. 
I well might have ended as I had begun, 
And neer to have tried the ſpinning o't. 
But ſhe's a wiſe wife wha kens her ain weird, 
I thought ance a day it wad never be ſpier'd, 
How let you the low tak the rock by the 
beard, 
When you gaed to try the ſpinning o't, 


The ſpinning, the ſpinning, it gars my heart 
ſab, 
To think o the ill beginning ot. 
I took't in my head to mak me a wab, 
And this was the firſt beginning ot. 
12 But 
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But had I nine daughters as I hae but three, 
The ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I wad gie, 


That they wad frae ſpinning ſtill keep their hands 


free 
For fear of an ill beginning o't. 


But if they in ſpite of my council wad run 
The dreary fad taſk o' the ſpinning o't, 

Let them find a loun ſeat light up by the ſun, 

_ Syne venture on the beginning o't : 

For wha's done as I've done, alake and avow! 
To buſk up a rock at the cheek of a low! 

They'll fay that I had little wit in my pow: 
The muckle De'il take the ſpinning ot. 


An ˖˙·˙  - ho! 


WRITTEN IN A 


COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 


By Mr. GRAY. 


T HE curfue tolls the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd wind flowly oer the lea, 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Vol. III. ES Now 
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Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the 
ſight, 

And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 

And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
The mopping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bower, 
Moleſt her ancient, ſolitary reign, 


Beneath thoſg rugged elms, that yew tree's 
ſhade, 

Where heaves the turf i in many a mould' ring 
heap, 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

The ſwallow twitt'ring from the ftraw-built 
ſhed, 

The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife play her evening care: 

No children run to liſp their fire's return, 

Or climb his knees, the envied kiſs to ſhare, 


Oft 


Ce, 
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Oſt did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 

How jocund did they drive their team a- field! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy 
ſtroke! 


Let not ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure; 
Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and fimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of power, 


And all that beauty, all that wealth ere gave, | 


Await alike the inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raiſe, 


Where thro' the rr iſle and fretted | 


vault 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of praiſe. 


Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath 
Can honour's voice provoke the filent duſt, 
Or Flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear of death ? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire ; 


Hands, that the rod of empire might have 


ſway'd, 
Or wake'd to extaſy the living lyre. 
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But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the ſpoils of time did ne'er unroll z 
Chill penury repreſs d their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the ſoul, 


Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


Some village Hampden, that with dauntleſs 
breaſt, 

The little tyrant; of his fields michlooda 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 

Some Cromwell guiltleſs of his country's blood. 


Th' applauſe of b&ning ſenates' to command, 
- The threats of Pein and ruin to deſpiſe, 

Io ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, | 
And read their yy in a nation's eyes. 


Their lot "EB" nor uma alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes. con- 
fin'd; 
Forbad to pay through ſlaughter to x throne, 
And ſhut the ies of mercy on mankind. 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious: truth, te 
hide, | | 

To- quench the bluſhes of ingenious ſhame, 

Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and Pride 

With incenſe kindled at the Muſe's flame." 


Far 
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Far from the madding crowd's*Ignoble ſtriſe, 
Their ſober wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray; | 
Along the cool fequeſter'd vale of life 

They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet ev'n theſe bones from inſult to protect 
Some frail memorial ſtill erected nigh, a 
With uncouth rhimes and ſhapeleſs ſculpture 

deck d, k 
Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by th' unter 


Muſe, 
The place of fame and elegy ſupply: : 
And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 
That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. I 


For who to dumb Rogedfaltics a prey, 

This pleafing anxious being e'er refign's, 4 
Left the warm precinCts of the cheerful day, 
Nor caſt one longing ling'ring look behin#? 


On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 

Some pious drops the clofing eye requires; 
Even from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our afhes live their wonted fires.” 


For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd deed 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; 

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred ſpirit ſhall enquire thy fate, 


Haply 
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Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 

« Oft have we ſeen him, at the peep of dawn, 
Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 

To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
His liſtleſs length at noon-tide wou'd he ſtretch, 
And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling as in ſcorn, | 
Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he wou'd rove 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 

Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in hopeleſs love. 


One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 
Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 


The next with dirges due in ſad array 

Slow thro' the churchway path we ſaw him 
born, 

Approach and read (for he could read) the 

lay, 


Grav d on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn. 
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Lic indoflo primum ſe exercuit arcu ; 
Hej mihi quam doctas nunc habet ille manus. 
T II Vr, 


(By Miſs Aikin.) 


HEN Cupid, wanton boy, was young, 
His wings unfledg A, and rude his 
tongue, " | 
He loiter'd in Arcadian bowers, 

And hid his bow in wreaths of flowers 
Or pierc'd ſome fond unguarded heart, 
With now and then a random dart ; 
But heroes ſcorn'd the idle boy, 

And love was but a ſhepherd's toy: 
When Venus, vex'd to ſee her child 
Amid the foreſts thus run wild, 


® Addreſſed to the Author of Eſſays on Song-Writing, 
| Would 
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Would point him out ſome nobler game, 
' Gods, and godlike men to tame. 

She ſeiz'd the boy's reluctant hand, 
And led him to the virgin band, 

Where the ſiſter Muſes round 

Swell the deep majeſtic ſound ; 

And in ſolemn ſtrains unite, 

Breathing chaſte, ſevere delight: : 

Songs of chiefs, and heroes old, 

In unſubmitting virtue bold ; 

Of even valour's temperate heat, | 

And toils to ſtubborn patience ſweet; 

Of nodding plumes, and burniſh'd arms, 
And glory's bright terrific charms. 


The potent ſounds like light'ning dart 
Reſiftleſs thro' the glowing heart; 
Of power to lift the fixed ſoul 
High o'er fortune's proud controul ; 
Kiadling deep, prophetic muſing; 
Love of beauteous death infuſing ; 
Scorn, and unconquerable hate 
Of tyrant Pride's unhallow'd ſtate. 
The boy abaſh'd, and half- afraid, 
Beheld each chaſte, immortal maid: 
Palas ſpread her AÆgis there; 

Mars ſtood by with tlireat ning air; 
And ſtern Diana's icy look 
Wich ſudden chill his boſom ſtruck. - 


Daughters of Jore receive the child, 
The queen of beauty ſaid, and ſmil'd; 
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(Her roſy breath perfum'd the air, 
And ſcatter'd fweet contagion there; 
Relenting nature learn'd to languiſh, 
And ficken'd with delightful anguiſh :) 
Receive him, artleſs yet and young; 


Refine his air and ſmooth his tongue: 
Conduct him thro? your fav'rite bowers, 


Enrich'd with fair perennial flowers, 
To ſolemn ſhades and ſprings that lie 
Remote from each unhallow'd'eye 


Teach him to ſpell thoſe myſtic names | 


That kindle bright immortal flames; 
And guide his young unpra@ie'd feet 
To reach coy learning's an ſeat. 


Ah luckleſs pour l miſtaken maids! 
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When Cupid ſought the Muſe's ſhades t + 


Of their ſweeteſt notes beguil d, 

By the fly infidious child. © 
Now of power his darts are ENF 
Twice ten thouſand times to wound. 
Now no more the flacken'd ftrings 
Breathe of high immortal things, 
But Cupid tunes the Muſe's lyre 


To languid notes of ſoft deſire. 


In every clime in every tongue, | 
Tis love inſpires the poet's ſong : 
Hence Sappho's ſoft infectious page; 
Monimia's woe; Othello's rage; 
Abandon'd Dido's fruitleſs prayer; 


And Eloiſa's long deſpair ; 
Yor, III. G g 
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The garland hlefs'd with many a vow, 

For haughty Sacharifla's brow ; 

And waſh'd with tears, the mournful verſe 
That Petrarch laid on Laura's herſe. 


But more than all the ſiſter choir, 
Muſic confeſs d the. pleaſing fire. 
Here ſovereign Cupid reign'd alone; 
| Muſic and ſong were all his own. 
Sweet as in old Arcadian plains, 
The Britiſh pipe has caught the ſtrains:: 
And where the Tyeed's pure current glides, 
Or Liffy rolls her limpid tides, - 
Or Thames his oo waters leads 
Thro' rural bowers or yellow meads, 
With many an old romantic tale 
Has cheer'd the lone ſequeſter'd vale 
With many ſweet and tender lay 
Deceiv d the tireſome ſummer-day. 


"Tis yours to cull with happy art | 
Kach meaning verſe that ſpeaks the heart ; 
And fair array'd, in order meet, 
Io lay the wreath at beauty's feet. 
5 1 
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Z E ALOUS CONSTABLE. 
(By Mr. PENNYCUICK:.) 


Zealous brother of the canting crew, 

A ſabbatarian, ſtricter than a Jew, 
Who thinks hypocriſy a goſpel creed, 

And ſolid piety but a legal weed, 

On his reforming ſurvey, Sabbath laſt, 

(He'll turn that feſtival into a faſt,) 

Seiz'd on a juicy joint of roaſted meat, 

And bid the graceleſs owner chew the ſpit, 
Ungracious man ! I'll execute the law, 

And keep it to my own ſpiritual maw. 

The plunder'd perſon ſtaring in his face, 
f Cry'd, twenty de'ils gae down, make that the 
grace. 


2 


The ſeizure's made, O! then he gravely 
ſays, 
For when he robs he penitently prays, 
Ate drinking's a ſad fin, but none of mine; 


The ſpirit riſes better with good wine. 


LY 
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There's yet another fin which much pre. 

f vails, 

Women on Sabbaths bearing milkifg pails; 

Elders and deacons, tho' the churches prop, 

Had never courage yet to ſeize a ſtoup. 

Off cer, go take the milk from yon milk. 
maids, 

And poind their pinners, fince they have no 
plaids. 

The beadle ſaid, before he made them ſtand, 

This holy work will ſour upon our hand. 
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But he chaſtis'd a worſe tranſgreſſion yet; 
This holy man is for his office fit: 
People prophane, whoſe tongue are Satan's 
ſwords, 
Tranſmit their venom to their bairns and 
birds, 


A ſtarling, hatch'd in ſome malignant neſt, 

Had learn'd a fong which ſhould not be ex- 
preſt; 

Thrice with his baton did he touch the cage, 

And roaring forth, like doctor on a ſtage, 

Cries, O thou art a mad malignant bird, 

To fing a ſong that's treaſon every word 

Had ye been taught by me, a bow-head ſaint, 

You'd ſung the ſolemn league and covenant ; 

Befly of Lanerk, or the laſt good night; 

But you're a bird prelatic, that's not right: 


You 
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You have a breath that doth pollute the air, 
You turn a Tory tune into a Sabbath pray'r, 
You have been bred by. that malignant lown, 
Dean of Dumblain, I ſeiz'd upon his gown. 
Go, take it to the guard, and owner both, 
Until they ſwear the abjuration-oath : 
Compear before the conſtables and ſeſſion, 
And make an ample and ſincere confeſſion. 


Theſe ſtarlings are an unco kind of folk: 


This is a rebel worſe than the muir-cock. 

O cou'd my baton reach the lav'rocks too, 
They're chirping Jamy, Jamy, juſt like you. 

I hate vain birds that lead malignant lives, 
But love the chanters to the Bow-head wives. 


The captain ſmil'd to ſee the merry jeſt, 
A well-bred bird mock'd by an ill-bred beaff, 
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re K. 
O N 
MARJORY SCOT or DUNKELD. 


(By the ſame.) 


T OP, paſſenger, until my life you read, 
The living may get knowledge from the 
dead. 

Five times five years I liv'd a virgin life; 

Fixe times five years I was a virtuous wife 
Ten times five years a widow grave and chaſte; 
Now wearied of this mortal life I reſt ; 

Betwixt my cradle and my grave were ſeen, 

Eight mighty kings of Scotland, and a queen: 

Four times hve years the Commen-werhh I 
ſaw; 

Ten times the ſubjects riſe againſt the law, 
And which is worſe than any civil war, 

A king arraign'd before the ſubjects bar ; 
Swarms of Sectarians, hot with helliſh rage, 
Cut off his royal head on apen ſtage. 


8 


Twice 


C 


Twice 


Such deſolations in my days have been, 
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Twice did I ſee old prelacy pull'd down, 

And twice the cloak did fink beneath-the-gqwn, 

I ſaw the Stewart race thruſt out; nay more, ” 
I ſaw our country ſold for Engliſh ore : 

Our num'rous nobles who have famous _ 

Sunk to the lowly number of ſixteen. 
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I have an, end of all ne I 


2 


e 


4% oN | * N 
Joun PzxTT1GRE w Miniſter at Givan. 


(By the ſame.) 


ERE lies a rev'rend Givan prieſt, | 
Who ſure againſt his will's deceaſt; 
His ſoul's to Abram's boſom fled, 
As by his rev'rend elders ſaid. 
Others wha knew his youthful joys, 
Say, Sarah's rather was his choice. 
But be it as it will, his ſcabbard's humbl'd, 


Death tripp'd up his heels, and down he 
tumbled. 


Lad 
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Lat SHAW, EPITAPH, 


In Greenock Church: Yard, 


Ek lies interr'd befde a ch, 1ah | ( 
Th' oppreſſor both of poor and rich: 
How ſhe fends, and how ſhe fares, , R 
De il ane kens, and as few cares. 


$$000000-4:9:440+090+4 ++ Neve 
, All tl 

On JOHN, BELL. INA And 

1 Jobn Pen ſmith ie under his ane 20 
Four of my fons laid it on my wame ; Fe 


I was man of my meat, and maſter of my wife, 
And liy'd in my own Houſe without meikle Krife. 
If thou be'ſt a better man in thy aide than I was 


in mine, H' 


Take this Rape uf my wag and lay't on top of 


thine. 
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On a Black-ſmith. 


Y fledge and hammer's both declin'd ; 
My bellows too haye loſt their wind; 


My. 
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My fire's extinct, my forge decay'd, 
And in the duſt my viſe is laid; 

My coal is ſpent, my iron's gone, 

My nails are drove, my work 1s done. 


TC ETEAIASSS 


On GEORGE By Tro, Taylor. 


ID Eader, bid every taylor leave his houſe, 
Knights of the ancient order of the louſe ; 
Hither reſort to ſee that death's turn'd daft, 
For he's commence'd a brother of the craft. 
Never ſuch wonder ſeen betwixt the poles, 
All the graves here are turn'd to button-holes, 
And fill'd with buttons: Oh! tis ſtrange indeed, 
Made without hands, a needle, or a thread. 


CHEN CHEN HEN CNEN EN EN EN NH ENS = 
On Mr. WILLIAM Mo RE. 


ERE lies More, and no more than he: 
More and no more, how can that be? 


Eee ee eee 


On GEORGE FAICENEx. 


Eneath this turff lies Geordie Faichney, 
A gameſter and the Devil's hackney; 
Who liv'd by cheating at the cards, 
Prentice boys and ſenſeleſs lairds. 2 
Vo. III H h | Blyth 


4 
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Blyth was he when he drew his breath, 
And dy'd a right, gay dancing death; 
Becauſe one day he got his draught in, 

And burnt the fleſh of James M Naugghton, 
Now Satan's got him by the limb; 

He does the very ſame to him : 

Glad was old Nick, when firſt he got him, 
Haul'd to his pit that wants the bottom; 
Whiſpering to him in his ear, 

My ain Geordie, welcome here 
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On Jo HN Davison in Aberdeen. 


E RE lies John Davidſon, 

Burgeſs Aberdonenſis; 
Who builded this church-dyke, 
Upon his own expences. 


. oe 


On an old Woman. 


ERE lies an old woman, wrapt in her 
linen, 
Mother to James and Thomas Binnin ; 
Who for want of a coffin was buried in a 
girnel ; | 
The earth got the ſhell, and the De'il got the 
kernel. 


'The 


den. 
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DDr 


The Character of a PRISON. 


Priſon is a houſe of care, 
A place where none can thrive, 
A touch- ſtone for to try a friend; 
A grave to one alive; 
Some times a place of right, 
Some times a place of wrong, 
Some times a place for whores and thieves, 
Some honeſt men among. 


TECC 


On PrRoviDENCE.- 


RE not the ravens fed, great God, by 
thee ? 

And wilt thou clothe the lilies, and not me ? 

I'll neer diſtruſt my God for clothes and bread, 

Whilſt lilies flouriſh, and the ravens feed. 
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To the Memory of Journ CALLENDAR, 
who was waſhed from the Shrowds of the 
SALLY, Carr. THoMsoON, in a Gale 
at Sea, October 1775. 


(By a Paſſenger.) 


I. 


OME, Reſignation ! lovely maid |! 

The ſadly ſorrowing verſe inſpire : 
Come, with thy melting looks array'd, 
To ſadneſs tune the trembling lyre. 


II, 


To miſery's pang thou giv'ſt relief: 

Tis thine to ward affliftion's dart; 
Yes, thou can'ſt ſooth the pangs of grief, 

The ſorrowings of a bleeding heart 


III. 


II. 
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A weeping mother claims thy aid 

To charm the pangs of wild deſpair : 
In ocean's cave the ſon is laid, 

Who ſooth'd his patent's age from care, 


IV. 


One night, the Spirit of the Waves 
CalPd forth his ſubjects of the deep: 

That night waſh'd many to their graves, 

Left many a mother long to weep |! 


V. 


Poor Callendar was doom'd that night, 
To ſwell the numbers of the dead ; 

No more to view the morning light, 
No more to carn his parent's bread, 


VI. 


Waves upon waves were doubly toſt, 

And louder blew the dreadful pale ; 
Confuſion ! horror! all ſeem'd loſt ! 

The cry was, © Shorten, boys, the ſail !”” 


VII. 


1 Come hand the topfail!” next the cry, 
Or we ſhall find a wat ry grave!” 


g See 


246 ORIGINAL POEMS, 
See how the billows meet the ſky ! 


Mark, mark! how ſwells that monſtrous 


wave | 
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Tempeſt and horror mark d the clouds, 
And threatn'd miſery to the world; 

When by. a wave from off the ſhrouds, 
Poor Callendar, alas! was hurl'd |! 


IX. 


Thrice roſe he on the circling deep, 
And brav'd old Ocean's ruthleſs arm 
c Will ye, who now in ſafety ſleep, 


Still ſave a mother's age from harm?“ 


X. 


gave her! ” he cry d, and then expir d, 
In rolling waves, this hopeful youth! 
Whoſe breaſt by Virtue was inſpir'd, 


Whoſe words were guided by fair Truth! 


RI. 


Young Callendar, alas} tho' poor, 
His little earning oft did give 
To cheara mother's ſtarving hour, 


And help his parents, poor, to live ! 


Thoſe 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe deeds of charity are done, 
His youthful virtues now are o'er | 
His ſands which meaſure'd life are run, 
Cold lies he on the wintry ſhore ! 


XIII. 


This, Callendar, ſhall be thy lot, 


Let this thy aged parents chear : 
When wealthier men ſhall be forgot, 
Or tby pale corſe we'll drop a tear 


L 


k 4 — 4 * 
\ — 8 . » 
\ © v N . of 
* DT, ö 


SY iz "4 A La 


INDEX to VorL. III. 


— 


SONG. By 7. Graham, Marquis of 


Mont roſe - - Page 1 
The poor Client's Complaint. Tranſlated from 
Buchanan, — — 7 


The Country Wedding, — * 11 


The Baniſhment of Poverty. By 7 D. of Al- 
bany, 16 
A General Satire. By Mr. 8 23 
A Tale of a Muir-Cock. By Alexander Penne- 
cuick, Eſq. 8 —— 1 2 
The Miller Cuckolded. By the fame, 
Polemo Meddinia. By Mr. V. a 0G 5 


Haut hornden, Eſq; — 38 
Auld Kyndneſs, — - - 46 
Old-long-ſyne, 5 
Tidings frae the Seſſion. By Mr. Dunbar, 52 
Charity and Fame, A Fable, - 55 

On 


7 


Wey 


IND EW 


| Page. 
On Johnſon's Dictionary. 57 
Ode to Janus. 59 
The Printer. A Poem, — - 62 
A Scheme for redueing the 90 of Proviſions, 
A Cantata 1 64 
Caller Water. By Mr. Ferguſſon, 69 
Horace, Book I. Ode IX. imitated in modern 
Scots. - - 73 
Caller Oyſters. By Mr. Ferguſon, 75 
The Riſing of the Seſſion, = 3 
Ode to the Bee. By the ſame, - 82 
Domeſtic Happineſs. A Town Eclogue, by Cs 
Jr, M. A. = — — 85 
Katherine Ogie, 99. 
Blathrie o't, — — — 101 
The Birks of Invermay, - - 102 
Beſſy Bell and Mary a — 103 
"= s Mill, u 4a 
Fee him, Father, fee * - — 106 
Low down in the Broom. = - 107 
The laſt time I came o'er the Moor, 109 


Ah! Chloris. To the Tune of Gilder Roy, 111 
Hooly and Fairly, . - - 112 


She roſe, and let me in, — — 114 
An thou wert my ain Thing, 5 
Take your auld Cloak about * 117 
The Boat-man, e7-:- 
Nanſy's to the Green-Wood | gane, | 120 
Tweed Side, - - 122 


Tweed Side. By a Lady, „ 
I 1 


i 


we + 


* 


* 


n TY" 7 
84 r 
"= „ * 
, 9 
9 
= 


2 
INDEX 

. Wy Page, 
* For aik of Gold ſhe left me, — 125 
The Buſh aboon e — - 126 
Corn Riggs, - - — 127 
The Broom of Condi, - 128 
46 To the Tune of uy _— Dearie, 
130 
* There” s my - Thumb ry ne'er beguile Thee, 131 
The Yellow-hair'd Laddie, - 132 
Hey Jenny, come down to Jock, = 133 
Down the Burn Davie, - . 
PH never leave thee, - - 136 
Peggy I. muſt love thee, « 138 
Woe's my Heart that we ſhould ande, 139 
To the Fune of Mill, Mill O, 140 
Gill Morice, — = S ie 
Tune, Gallowſhels, - I52 
Polwart on the Green, . = 15? 
The Banks of Forth, N 154 
Tune, I wiſh my Love was in a Mire, 156 
Dumbarton Drums, - - 157 
Etrick Banks, - 158 
Love: is the Cauſe of my Mourning | 159 
Here awa, there awa, — 161 
Sae Merry as we hae been, — 162 
Waly, Waly, - - - :'2,+ 308 
My Deary, if thou die, — - 565 
Lochaber, - - <. 166 

Thro' the Wood, Laddie, — | 


My Nanny-O, i _ 4 6 
Mary Scet, vt z 


1 N D-E NM 


"* Page, 

The Highland Laddie, - a 
Bufk ye, Buſk ye, - - 173 
John Hay's Ponny Laſſie, - 174 
The bonnieſt laſs in a' the Warld, 175 
Saw ye nae my Peggy, - - 176 

Bonny Jean, - - - rs; 
Roſlin Caſtle, - - 179 
Pinky Houſe, - - 180 
Alloa Houſe, — | 182 
On ſeeing Miſs L. B———'s Pidure. By A. 
B. Efq; - 184 
The Flowers of the Foreſt : or, the Battle of 
Floden, - — ibid. 


A Deſcription of the Huts in Jay; from Mr, 
Pennant's Voyage to the Hebrides, in the 
Year 1772. By a Clergyman, 188 

Dorinda. A Town Eclogue, - 204 

To a very learned and much celebrated Phyſi- 
cian, on his aſſuming an ill-natured counte- 
nance, and appearing peeviſh, on reading a 


joke from the Pen of a Lady. By Miſs 

B— ce, - 209 
Contentment. By the ſame, = 210 
Robin Conſeience Or, Conſcionable Robin. By 

a Scots Courtier, — * 211 
The Ploughman, oe - 218 
Drap O' Capie.O, - 1 
Braes of Balanden, - - 222 
The Spinning Rock, - 223 


An 


” FS + 


An Elegy, win in a e Church-yard, 


A Mr. Gray, _ = - 225 
e "RE of Song Writing, By Miſs Akin, 


..* 200 
The a Conſtable. By Mr, 3 
Rene On Marjory Scot of Dunteld. By 5 
| ſame, - 238 
On John Pettigrew Miniſter at Givan. By the 
ſame, - 239 
_ Shaw's Epitaph, in Clem n 
; 240 

On John Bell, Bok ibid. 
On a Black-ſmith, 1 SH ibid. 
On George Button, Taylor, —— 241 
On Mr. William More, . ibid. 
On George Faicbney, - - ibid. 
On John Davidſon in * 242 
On an old Woman, ibid. 
The Character of a 11 243 


On Providence, ibid. 


Stanzas to the Memory of John Callendar, who 


was waſhed from the Shrouds of the Sally, 
Capt. Thomſon, in a Gale at Sea, October 1775, 
By a Paſſenger. * - 777... 244 


LY 


TE -3. 0 $* 


